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COMING EVENTS. 
PART I. 

CHAPTER I. 

" Make mo hear the wild pulsation that I heard before 

the strife. 
When I felt the days before me, and the tumult of 

my life ; ^ . -. , 

Yearning for the large .'^ifeiteirient that the coming 

years should yieldj^ 
Eager-hearted as a boy when first he leaves his father's 

field." — Tennyson, 

" Maiden, with the meek brown eyes, 
In whose orb a shadow lies 
Like the dusk in evening skies ; 
Standing with reluctant feet 
Where the brook and river meet, 
Womanhood and childhood sweet." 

Longfellow, 

^' Holloa there^ I say, some of you girls 
mend this glove, will you ? Here, Constance! 
yoL. I. B 
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you take it/' said Gerald Conynghum^ a 
schoolboy of twelve, throwing a glove across 
the table to his sister, who sat reading on the 
other side. 

^^ Very well, presently .'^ 

^^Oh, you and your presentlys! You^l 
forget it, sure as a gun/' 

^^ No I wont, when do you want it ?'* 

'^ In half an hour ; I shall kick up a great 
row if it isn't ready — ^you'd better do it now.'' 

^^ I can't now ; you must wait till Max is 
dead," replied Constance, looking up from 
Schiller's Wallenstein, which she was busy 
reading. 

'' Till who's dead T 

^^ Max ; don't you know Max ? Thekla's 
Max, he's just dying." 

'' Hang Max !" 

^^ Oh dear me no !" exclaimed Constance, 
looking scandalized. 

Gerald glanced at her a moment, gave a 
click with his tongue, and then turned to his 
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young*est sister, EflSe, who was copying' 
music at the same tahle — 

^^ Just like you women — look at that ar- 
ticle there, head over ears in a novel/' 

" It isn't a novel/' said Constance rather 
indigfnantly. 

^^ What is it then ? There's a hero and a 
heroine in it, and if that doesn't make a novel, 
I don't know what does.^ 

'^ Oh you know nothing* about it, Gerald 
— y ouVe only a schoolboy V^ said Effie, look- 
ing" wise. 

^^ Gammon ! I know as much about things 
as you, anyhow. See if I don't, that's all !'' 

^' Why, you have never read a novel in 
your life !" 

^^ Pooh ! IVe read lots ! — ^nasty, sickly, 
sentimental, whining" things." 

"Much you know about it," returned 
Effie again. 

" Oh yes ! of course you think it all very 
fine indeed. All women do — away they go 
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and fall in love with the hero directly, if he 
only happens to have moustachios big enough 
to stuff a sofa cushion V^ 

^' Please, if you wouldn't talk so much/' 
said Constance, looking up from her book, 
" i really can't read, and I want so to finish 
it/* 

^^Oh stuff! you are amusing yourself, 
reading for your pleasure, and I'm talking 
for mine/' 

There was no appeal from this logic, so as 
a last resource, Constance tried stopping her 
ears with her hands, and returned to Wallen- 
stein. 

^^ What's this book,'' continued Gerald, 
pouncing upon a wretched little library book 
that lay on the table — ^^ pooh !'' as he opened 
it, -'^ ^ Kose of Glencaim,' squish-squash !" 

^^ Now, how can you tell, Gerald ?" ex- 
claimed EflSe, standing up for one of her 
favourite studies. 

" Written by a woman,'' he replied, as if 
the answer w as conclusive. 
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'' Well, and what's the harm if it is T 

^ Oh, women^B men are only women dressed 

up." 

■^^ I won't hear any more/' replied Effie, 

running' to the pianoforte, and beginning to 

play a polka, ^^ Grerald, you are incorrigible V\ 
^ Oh stop that horrid row, will you V' 
*^ No, I can't — I say, Constance T' 
^^ Well I'' returned her rister, without 

taking her eyes off the booL 

^^ Wouldn't this be a nice polka to dance 

tor 

'^ Oh bother your polkas," cried Gerald, 
putting his hands to his ears in his turn — 
^^ here, Constance, don't forget my giove — I 
can't stand this, so I shall cut" — and away 
he rushed* 

^^ Well, don't you think so, Constance," 
said Effie again, after she had waited a rea- 
sonable time for an answer. 

'^ What did you say T 

'^ Are you deaf? Wouldn't this polka be 
good to dance to ?" 
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^^ I really don't know — I didn't pay much 
attention to it/' 

^^ Tiresome ! listen now then, can't you V 

Constance complied, with one eye on the 
hook however, so by the time Effie's polka 
was finished, with a grand crash, she was 
not more adequate to give an opinion than 
before. 

^^ Well if that isn't too bad/' exclaimed 
Effie in an injured tone, '^ I declare I don't 
believe you attended one bit." 

'' Oh yes, it is very pretty." 

*^ Do you know what I want Papa to let 
us do V 

" What r 

'' Why, have a little dance here some day, 
that polka is so sweet ; my feet itch to be 
dancing* to it." 

'' Oh," replied Constance, and returned to 
the study of Wallenstein. 

*^ Now, Constance, do listen." 

^' What is it now," and she looked up again 
from her book with an impatient glance. 
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'' Wouldn't it be good fun V 

'' Yes/' 

" Why you don't seem as if you cared 
about it 1 I declare I think you are think- 
ing only of Max all the time/' 

^^ Won't it do to discuss it another time ? 
—there's Thekla." 

^^ Oh, you and your Thelda ! — read, read, 
you do nothing but read— eh! where are you 
off to now?" 

^^ Pm going to finish this out in the garden, 
I can't here, while you talk," replied Con- 
stance, as she left the room. 

'' Well if that isn't kind !" said Effie to 
herself, as she returned to the pianoforte in 
high displeasure, '^ she can attend to every- 
thing but her own sisters ; she'll sit there, 
pore, pore, over Max and Thekla, while I 
may talk my very lungs away, and she won't 
think it worth while to listen a jot. Of 
course she's very good and all that, — goes 
to church, and teaches schools, — but all I can 
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say is, her g^bodness makes her thoroug-hly 
disa^eeable/' 

^' I say, Constance, where are my gloves V^ 
said Gerald, meeting* his sister^ just as she 
had g*ot to the g'arden door with her bonnet 
on. 

^^ Oh Gerald ! I'm so sorry ! I haven't 
done them yet." 

^^ Just like you,'' was all the answer he 
vouchsafed. 

^^ Oh Til do them in a minute," she said, 
running" after him. 

" No thank you, it's too late now.'^ . 

^^ I won't be a minute." 

^^ No, I tell you I'm going out at once — 
*here, g'o along and amuse yourself, you 
won't care if my fing'ers are all out of my 
gloves, not you." 

In rather a disconsolate mood Constance 
pursued her way into the gfarden : ^^ I do 
wish to be good, I really do," she soliloquized 
as she went: ^^but somehow I'm alwavs 
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g-etting' into trouble ; first one, and then 
the other — Effie's vexed, and now there's 
Gerald. Oh Fm very wrong*. I wonder if 
I oug-ht to g-o back, and listen to Effie— Oh 
but I can't, it's so silly. Ha !" . 

'^ Halloo, Constance !" 

'' Why, Sydney !" 

^^ In a black study, eh? what's the matter?" 

'' Oh nothing; — where are you going* to ?" 

^^ For a constitutional walk : well, will you 
come ?" 

It was a great honour to be actually in- 
vited by Sydney to be his companion in a 
walk, so Constance said ^^ Yes" at once, — 
though, except for the honour of the thing*, 
she would a great deal have preferred a quiet 
stroll by herself, with Schiller for company. 

" Taken literary this morning*, eh ?" said 
Sydney, with a g-lance at the book which 
peeped out from the cloak, where she had 
thoug'ht she had hid it from his satirical eyes. 
^' What is it ? Jack the Giant Killer, or Puss 

B 2 
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in Boots ? Come give it me, let's see ! Oh 
heavens ! Schiller V^ 

^^Only Wallenstein/' replied Constance, 
blushing* at being found out. 

^^ You little goose ! what's Wallenstein but 
Schiller j come I I shall cross-question you : 
in the first place—" 

^^ Oh please don't I'' 

" In the first place, who was Max, and 
who was Thekla V 

" Oh they — why they ought— I mean they 
were to have married each other," said Con- 
stance, sorely puzzled to explain their rela - 
tionship. 

^^ Oh they were, were they?'' said Sydney, 
laughing at her roundabout way of ex- 
pressing it, ^^ and why didn't they ?" 

" Oh Max dies— " 

" And Thekla of course, follows so good 
an example j what an orthodox heroine !" 

^^ Now you are laughing, Sydney." 

^^ I never said so." 
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^^ But your eyes do." 

^^ And pray what posseeses you to read 
Schiller r 

" And pray why shouldn't I Y^ returned 
Constance^ a little indig^nant at the tone. 

" Why, little g-irl, it's vexing- your young* 
brain before the time.'' 

^^ I'm sure it isn't ; I don't see why one 
shouldn't do all one can to improve one's 
mind." 

'' Oh mercy ! I forgot you were by way 
of improvement j one of your new lights, 
eh ?" 

" A very old one you mean," she replied, 
her colour and her temper both rising*. 

^^Not it. A century or two back our 
grandmothers were content with patching 
their faces, and powdering their hair." 

'' I pity them." 

*^ Now do you ?" 

^^ Yes, if they had nothing better to do 
in life ; \Vhat was the use of it ?" 
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^^ Ha ! and what's the use of this Schiller, 
and all that, eh ? answer me that question, 
and you'll beat all the philosophers hollow.'' 

What was the use of it ? Oh that she could 
tell herself I Unconsciously, Sydney's words 
fastened themselves upon a sore spot in her 
mind, and g'alled it afresh. 

'^ I don't know," she replied vehemently, 
^^ I don't see the use of anything !" — She 
turned away, and felt as if she could have 
cried. 

Sydney looked surprised, then gave a 
whistle, and said in a would-be sarcastic 
tone that hid a world of bitterness beneath 
it — ^^ You're about right, I take it ! Oh this 
world, this precious world, it's all hollow, 
hollow — hollow as a dream !" 

Then, as Constance looked up half fright- 
ened at his vehemence, he muttered ^^ Pooh, 
I'm a fool ! here, child, come along, don't 
worry your head about the use of things, 
because I can tell you you'll never have done 
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if you don't take the world as it g'oes^ and 
ask no questions^ — that's the way tog^t on/' 

^* But I must 'y I can't help asking ques- 
tionS; I like to understand the ^ why^s' of 
things/' 

*^ Ask away, but who'll you get to answer 
you, that's all ?" 

" Oh I wish, I wish— *' 

^'WeU,whatr 

^^Oh nothing; only if somebody could 
only tell me about things." 

" You may wish then, — if you don't object 
to wishing all your life." 

" But everybody doesn't seem to mind." 

^^Mind! what?" 

^* Oh I don't know — only lots of people go 
on and on, and don't want any more." 

" No use in wanting, that I see." 

" But they don't want to want ! they^re 
quite happy." 

"And a very good thing too, I should 
say." 
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^^ You don't understand ; — their eating 
and drinking*, and playing about seems quite 
to satisfy them,'' 

'' Does it r 

^' Oh Sydney, you are so tiresome." 

" I am very sorry." 

'^ Well, it's no use talking to you," said 
Constance, turning away. 

" Come, come, don't be absurd, child ; 
what do you want to bother your brains so 
for r 

^^ Oh because I can't understand things, 
and they worry me, that's all !" 

^^ What things?" 

^^ I don't know ; only I'm tired of living 
here, day after day so— I should like to do 
something." 

^^ Storm a town, eh ?" 

*^ Nonsense ! Ah, (as a turn in the road 
brought them in sight of an all but complete 
edifice) there's Mr. Welbeck's church, look, 
Sydney." 



COMING EVENTS. 15 

^^Why if it isn't finished^ all but I — come 
along*^ and let us go and have a look at the 
inside/' 

^^ Haven't you seen it ?" 

^^ Not I ! here^ take care of that ditch, and 
don't take that in your energy j this way." 

They were soon at the church, by travers- 
ing a bye path through a dirty field. 

A strange contrast they were, she and her 
brother. 

Constance's eyes as she lifted them to the 
straight tall spire, grew earnest and dreamy 
in expression. While Sydney stood there, 
his hands in his pockets, his careless glance 
of curiosity taking in at one look the general 
outline and the many details of the whole, 
yet arrested and fixed by none of them. 

^^Come along," at last he said, ^^come 
inside, and let us see what is to be seen 
there." 

They entered.— How quiet and beautiful 
it all seemed ! Through the dim mysterious 
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aisles floated peacefully the calm atmosphere 
of prayer, while a flood of glory poured 
through the deep-stained window, its bril- 
liancy tempered, and its 'vandering* rays 
concentrated, into one intense path of light 
that fell distinctly on the pavement, in the 
fixity and quiet depths of its brightness. 

^^ Beautiful, is it not?'' whispered Con- 
stance to her brother. 

^^ Beautiful ? Oh yes ! Why, the architec- 
ture is fair enough — too great a mixture of 
styles though 3 those pillars look as fit to 
support the roof as I do ; and that painted 
window — atrocious P' 

He strode across the pavement, and stood 
in the chancel. 

" Dreadful ! a mere medley of colour — 
looks as if an ocean of paint had been turned 
over it by mistake." 

So he went on, criticising the subject, 
pointing out skilfully enough its faults and 
its merits, descanting on the breadth of tones 
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and harmonies of colours^ want of nnity^ &e. 
till Constance thought he mnst really have 
forgotten where he was and of what he was 
speaking. She had yet to learn that she had 
fallen on an age when religion is the fashion^ 
consequently the favourite topic of conversa- 
tion in our drawing rooms and ball rooms. 
It is just as common in these days for your 
partner in a quadrille to ask your opinion of 
High Church or Low Churchy the old lights 
and the new ones^ as it used to be fifty 
years back as to what you thought of the 
last opera^ Signor this^ or the Prima Donna 
that. The Church or the Royal Academy, 
the observance of Saints' daj^s or the observ- 
ance of the last new animal wonder at the 
Zoological Gardens, it does not matter which, 
if it be the topic of the day, talked about it 
must be, and talked about it is. Truly this 
is a talking, perhaps too a feeling age; 
whether it be also an acting one, God only 
knows, and the future only will decide. 
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^^ It is a picture of the Crucifixion/' at last 
said Constance. 

The words were commonplace^ but the 
tone was low and awe-struck ; it stopped Syd- 
ney, and thoug'h he only replied with a 
^^ Well !" yet he moved away, and left the 
phrase unfinished. The irreverence of the 
man and the scholar stood rebuked before 
the meek faith of the girl of eighteen. 

But the heart of Constance was heavy. 
The young plant of a still feeble faith hung 
drooping, for the withering breath of unlov- 
ing scepticism had passed over it, and the 
fair petals of its bright flowers closed them- 
selves up beneath its influence. She allowed 
her brother to leave the church without her, 
saying she could go home alone. When he 
was gone she sat down on one of the benches, 
her forehead resting on her hands. All seemed 
changed, the church, everything ; her soul 
that a moment before, strong in the energy 
of undoubting trust, had rejoiced in the 
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thoug-ht of prayer and holiness, now felt 
chilled and dim, like the landscape from 
which the sun has recalled its rays, leaving* 
it to the dark skirting" of the thunder-cloud, 
Bising* up suddenly she left the church, and 
to get rid of the indefinite feeling of oppres- 
sion settling* down upon her, beg'an walking 
rapidly homewards. She gained the grounds, 
and then stopping to take breath, leant 
against a tree, and thought sadly of her bro- 
ther. Almost she could have repined that 
she had not more influence over others. 
Why was it, that she felt but as a cipher in 
the world ? and yet it is said only, "Work 
out thine own salvation," not "Work out 
the salvation of others.'' Duty is ours, con- 
sequences are God's ; let us do the first, God 
will take care of the last. 

" Not there, Martin, please j a little more 
in the sunshine ; there — thank you. Oh ! it 
is so nice. What a beautiful day. Isn't it 
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good of God to make such a beautiful 
day V 

These words were spoken by a litde, pale, 
gentle-faced boy, who was being drawn in a 
little chaise, propped up by pillows. At the 
sound of the flute-like little voice Constance 
turned round, and seeing her little brother 
Basil, went up to him. 

^^ Ah, sister Conny, is it you V^ said the 
child, a bright look passing over his face, 
" there now, Basil is very happy. May I 
stay with you just a wee, wee bit, in this 
glory sunshine V* 

^^ Yes, darling, certainly/' 

^^ Ah, there now,*' said the child, '^ isn't 
God good to me ! God loves Basil, and He 
makes you love Basil j Oh, how happy Ba- 
sil is !'' 

^^ Are you so very happy, then ?" said 
Constance, with a wistful look. 

^^ Oh yes, so very ! bright sunshine in 
and bright sunshine out." 
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Constance involuntarily glanced at the 
crippled little form beside her, then listened 
to the strong pulse of health beating through 
her every vein ; and as the thought arose, 
^^ He has little in this world, I, in compari- 
son, everything, and yet — '^ she turned away, 
for her tears were flowing. 

" Sister Conny/^ said the little voice again, 
" isn't the world very beautiful, and isn't it 
good of God to make it so V^ 

Constance had not thought about it before, 
but she wished she had, so she said — 

^^ Yes, very good indeed/' 

" But you don't speak natural," said 
the child, trying to turn round to look at 
her. ^^ There's tears in your voice. Oh, Con- 
n}^, I don't understand why, with God to 
love them, everybody isn't happy." 

She did not reply at once, and when she 
did, it was not an answer, but a question 
she put. 

"You were never unhappy, then, dar- 
ling V 
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^^ Oh yes ; I was once very unhappy, but 
I am not unhappy about that now/' 

'' Tell me/' 

*^ Oh, it was a year ago j you remember 
when I went with Mamma to some place, I 
don't know where, a great way/' 

" Oh I know, Kreutznach/' 

^^ Yes J the doctors said they were to make 
me walk — the baths I mean; but they 
didnH. You knew Karl ?'' 

'' The little German boy who was at the 
same hotel, you mean. Yes; well, what 
became of him?'' 

The tears came into Basil's eyes, and a 
bright look suddenly, dawned on his face. 

^^ God took him, sister Conny." 

^^Died, do you mean? Oh, that must 
have made you sad indeed I" 

^^ Sad, no ; how could it !" and a look of 
bewilderment passed over his face. 

Constance did not reply for a moment ; 
then she said — 
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^^ But I thought you said you were un- 
happy/' 

^^So I was J I was naughty, that is 
why — '' and a tear trembled on his pretty 
eyelids, ^^ I was vexed : Oh sister Conny, 
wasn't I bad V 

'^ Vexed ! about what T 

*^ Because Karl went home, and because 
God did not take me too f and a little half 
sob choked his utterance. ^^ There ! I am 
not crying" for Karl, only, only," said the 
child, looking up to his sister's face, ^^ I do 
so want to go too j do you think God will 
make me wait much longer ?" 

His sister's voice trembled as she said, 

'^ My darling, I cannot tell, you must wait 
His time." 

" Then I'll try and not wish to go, till God 
wishes it too. Only it isn't wrong is it, to 
say, ^ Thank God for taking Karl home^ 
please God, take Basil home too, when it is 
time.' " 



24 COMING EVENTS. 

^^ Master Basil/' said the servant, comiDg 
forward, " it is time for you to go home, if 
you please, sir/' 

*^ Very well, Martin, I'm ready,'' answered 
the child at once. 

" Would you not rather stay a little bit 
longer ?" said Constance, as she marked his 
wistful glance thrown towards the spot, as 
Martin having wrapped him up, began draw- 
ing the chair away. 

'' I think I should have liked it." 

" Then why don't you ? Stop, Martin !" 

" No, no, please sister Conny." 

^^ Why not?" 

" Because I think— I am sure — I ought to 
go home." 

'' Why ought ?" 

^^ Because Martin says so." 

^^ But that does not make it right because 
Martin says so." 

" Oh yes it does ; because Martin must 
know better about things than I do." 
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Constance did not answer, but walked be- 
side him in silence ; her heart was busy work- 
ing* out a problem for herself, of which the 
text was Basil. 

" Oh, what simple faith !'' she thought to 
herself : ^^ this child is contented to do what- 
ever he is told, without asking any questions, 
because he is sure that the person who tells 
him knows more than he himself does. What 
a lesson this mig'ht be to others — to others^ 
and why not io me? Here have I been re- 
pining because I feel such a mere cipher in 
the world. Yet it is God's will I should be 
where I am and what I am, and must Jle 
not know much better than I do ? Yes, Oh 
yes. Then is it not worse than folly not to 
submit to His weaving the web of my life, 
rather than try to weave it myself? Yes, 
yes ; I will try if I can.^' 

^^ Sister Conny, please pick me that pretty, 
pretty floweiV 

^^ It is not a flower, dear, it is a weed/' 

VOL. I. C 
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^^ What is a weed r 

'^ Why, a thing that is of no use.'' 

*^0f no use/'' said Basil, looking rery 
thoughtfiil, ^* how can that be 7 I don't un- 
derstand. I thought God never made any- 
thing without its being wanted somehow.'' 

Unknown to himself Basil was a philoso- 
pher. In children and childlike minds 
faith often takes the place and does the work 
of reason ; does it, too, more quickly and 
effectually than reason could do for itself; and 
unconsciously Basil had struck a chord in 
his sister's mind that was from henceforth to 
vibrate on for ever, and not die down again 
into silence. 

" I am not coming in just yet, Basil,^ 
said Constance, as they approached the house, 
"if Mamma asks for me, will you say I am 
gone for a walk f^ and turning down the gra- 
vel path, she pursued to herself the train of 
thought her brother's words had broken. 

" The will of God,'' she thought to her- 
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self, as she went along* the road, tying* and 
untying" her bonnet stringfs, ^^but it is so 
hard sometimes. Now, if the will of God 
meant some great thing* for me to do, some 
act really worth doing ! think/^ she went on 
considering* to herself, ^^ think of the won- 
drous deeds that men, aye, and frail women 
too, have done. Ah ! it would be worth 
living* for, to be a St. Theresa, a Madame 
de Chantal, or a Mrs. Fry;^^ her cheek 
flushed, her eye kindled, and her heart burnt 
within her ; " but is it worth — '^ her cheek 
paled, the eye dimmed, and the heart grew 
heavy with unshed tears, ^^ is it worth living 
to be nothing but Constance Conynghara V 

A voice seemed to answer within her — 

" Yes ; it is worth living to be a Chris- 
tian.^' 

She paused in her walk and stood still. 

^' Yes, yes,'' she exclaimed, half aloud, ^^ it 
is worth while living to be a Christian. Only 
I should like my life to be life in earnest. I 
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eould not bear it should be all :8pent on 
crochet and aongs/' 

Poor Constance I her zeal ag^ainst crochet 
and songs was very intense j but was it un- 
justly so ? Are not the lives of nine out of 
ten of our young ladies spent on scarcely 
greater objects than these? A hundred years 
hence, what will it all profit . them ? Yet it 
was the very sense of dissatisfaction aju) 
weariness which attended the empty husks 
of knowledge, on which Constance's hungry 
soul was made to feed, and the unvarying 
monotony of the daily life in which her chaf- 
ing spirit was made to move, that was lead- 
ing her to better things, by obliging her to 
seek for some higher aim, some holier object 
for her heart and mind, out of herself and 
beyond herself. God generally chooses 
the weakest means to fulfil His greatest 
ends. Man, seeing but the former, mocks 
at the possibility of the latter, forgetting 
that after all, there is no such thing in Na- 
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ture as an isolated act or an isolated being*. 
Creation is the circle of which God is the 
centre^ an innumerable number of links 
forms that circle : break one link, the chain 
breaks too ; consequently the tiniest link is 
as important as the greatest, for the one is 
as necessary to the upholding df the chain 
as the other. Beware we then how we call 
our life useless, or our position insignificant. 
Is that life useless which helps to support 
the circle of e^tisteace? Is that position 
insignificant tlftit serves to sustain that 
circle whose centre is God — therefore every 
where; and whose circumference is eternity 
— therefore nowhere? 
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CHAPTER II. 



**Be sxire that (Jod 
Ne'er dooms to waste the strength He gave. 
Ask the gier-eagle why she stoops at once 
Into the vast, and unexplored abyss P 
What full-grown pow'r informs her from the first 
Why she not marvels, strenuously beating 
The silent, boundless regions of the sky ? 
Be sure they sleep not, whom God needs." 

Browning. 

^^ To-day is a king in disguise. To day always looks 
mean to the thoughtless, yet all good and great actions 
are made up precisely of those blanks — to-day." 

JEmerson. 



Constance pursued her walk till she came 
to the top of the hill overlooking the village, 
near which her own home was situated. 
There she stood still, and thought again : a 
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hand laid on her shoulder made her look 
up: — 

^^Ahl Mr. Barnard.'' 

*^ Well, my dear child, what are you busy- 
ing those poor little brains of yours about V* 

The speaker was an old man, a great friend 
of the family, who lived near them, and was 
particularly fond of Constance. He and 
his sister dwelt together in a little cottage on 
the outskirts of the village. The sister lived 
but to worship her brother j and the brother 
lived but to worship God. As Sydney 
Conyngham used to say of her, ^^ She looked 
upon her brother as a conjunction of Solon 
of Athens, and the Apollo Bel videre, crowned 
by a St. Paul.'' Guileless, simple in the 
extreme, his whole soul was given first to 
God, and then to Nature, because in Nature 
he discerned that Nature's God, and looking 
up through the one to the other, he loved 
the one because of the other, and rejoiced 
JB both* He delighted in flowers and chil- 
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dren, because in the misty simplicity of old age, 
he looked upon children as flowers, and the 
flowers were to him as his owd children. 
His thoughts often flowed into poetry, and 
his words often followed in their track. 

Se sat down on a bench at; hand, over- 
looking the village, and drew Constance to 
tis side. A strange contrast they were! 
The young girl, and the old man, both stand- 
ing at the extreme ends of life. The one, 
as she leant against a laburnum tree, impa- 
tiently pulled the budding leaves to pieces, 
while loosened by the wind, wayward locks 
of chesnut hair strayed unheeded over a face 
that no way remarkable for beauty, either 
of form or feature, was yet one of those 
clear countenances that take every impres- 
sion, whether of sunshine or shadow, cast 
upon them, either from within or without. 
At that moment, the eager look, and dark 
kindling eye, marked her out at once as one 
of those spirits who chafe for the battle of 
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life, because that battle has not yet beg'un ; 
and who long* to g'o forth into the wiorld^ be- 
cause the world is still to them aa unknown 
land. The other, as he sat there, with his 
thoughtful eye fixed upon the landsoaipe 
before Um, seemed to be poadering on the 
course of his past life* Hk gasoe wandered 
over the path that led from the village church 
below, up to the hHl whereon he sat— a type, 
as it appeared to him, of his own way through 
the world — now passing tm:iuto gloom, and 
then anon bursting iirto ligdit. The battle 
of his life was now well nigh over, and the 
weapons of his warfare tried and proved on 
the hard won field of victory. 

Some time he remained thus buried in 
thought, as though foi^'etful of the presence 
of the young girl, and when he looked up, 
-she was Reeling by his side. 

^^ Mr* Barnard,'' she said in a quick 
hurried tone, ^^I know you will think me 
very impatient ; 1 know that I am ; but 

c2 
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have you never felt, did you never feel, I 
mean when you were young, the one long* 
earnest desire for an active and vig'orous 
life? Something great, something beyond 
the going to bed at night succeeding the 
getting up in the morning. Something, oh ! 
something that was not all — do and begin 
again. I know you will call me foolish, but 
what is my life, what are most lives I see, 
women's lives I mean ? They sing a few 
songs, work a few anti-macassars, know a 
little of French, drawing, and everything, 
and are — nonentities V^ 

'^ My dear child,'' said the old man looking 
down tenderly, almost pityingly, into the 
flushed eager face upraised to his, as though 
he was used to such outbreaks from her, and 
took them as a matter of course, ^^ I do not 
say this is not true, but it need not be so ; 
remember George Herbert, 

**All may have, if they dare choose, 
A glorious life or grave.'* 
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^^ Men^ perhaps^ but women — oh no ; 
women must make puddings and sew on 
buttons all their lives.'' 

^^ And yet,'' replied the old man shaking • 
his head gently, ^^it is not great actions, 
but little ones, that make up the sum of life. 
She whose occupation in the world is only 
to sew on buttons, may do it to the glory of 
God, and in His sight be infinitely greater 
than that man who conquers a kingdom only 
for his own." 

^^ But sewing on buttons will not fill up 
the heart," said Constance impetuously, for 
now the floodgates were opened, the whole 
tide of feeling burst forth. 

^^Did God mean it should? No; the 
trifles of life are ordained on purpose to force 
us onwards to seek for the realities of eter- 
nity. The heart was made for God, and less 
than God will never satisfy it. Beheve me ' 
now, you probably will not, but there will 
eome a time, mark me, there will come a 
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time when you have tried earth, and found 
it insufficient ; tried friendship, and found it 
wanting ; tried pleasure, and found it hitter- 
ness J tried, tried — ah ! even human love, 
and found it to fail; and then you will 
acknowledg'e what now I have just told you, 
that the heart was made for God, and less 
than God neither can nor will satisfy it/' 
The youtig girl looked half doubtingly — 
^^ Of course, I know it is true what you 
say, but there are many pleasant sights and 
sounds in the world ; it is a pleasant world, 
I feel it ; pleasant to live, pleasant to he ; 
pleasant, oh very ! But it must be plea- 
santer still to have some great object in life, 
some grand design, to bind in one the scat- 
tered fragments of distance. You know,'' 
she continued smiling, ^^as the old philo- 
sophers would have it, ^Nature abhors a 
vacuum,' I am sure the heart does." 

^^ Ah I there it is again, the old Eve sin, 
longings after the forbidden fruit — of earthly 
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happiiieds. W^ may have it in all its ful- 
ness, and yet — ^'' 

^' And yet ? '' 

'^ And yet if this be all, if the heart have 
not cast out the anchor of an ardent love, on 
some more sure and eternal foundation, that 
heart will still be restless and unsatisfied; 
it is nourishing the branch when the root is 
d6ad J applying" remedies to the members 
while the plague spot still lingers on the 
heart/' 

Constance sighed. 

^^ Perhaps ; but I dont realise all that yet; 
I think I should be so content if I had any 
one great thing to do in this world, of which 
I Could say. This, this is the business of 
life ; but now I must go on and on ; reading, 
working, drawing, learning German, Italian, 
and crochet ; and oh ! what good is it when 
I have done it all? I seem to be always 
adding and adding up an addition sum of 
^ noughts,' the result of which is always the 
same, that is — nothing at all." 
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^^ Ah I my child^ remember, that to God 
nothing* is great, and therefore nothing can 
be small. Man has invented these words 
for the vocabulary of earth, which are not 
known in the language of heaven. Let 
those who complain of a time unoccupied, a 
heart unfilled, strive to spread over the re- 
lations of daughter, sister, and friend, a 
little of that charity, which, like snow, rests 
upon the rough places of the earth, veiling 
its sharp angles from view; let them 
strive to light up a smile on the faces of the 
sad; lay a whisper of hope soft upon an 
aching spirit; and, oh! believe me, while 
there is love in heaven, and breaking hearts 
upon earth, no life need be aimless, and no 
heart objectless.'' 

There was a short pause, then Constance 
said half hesitatingly, — 

" Perhaps, Mr. Barnard, after all, I am 
unfitted for any other kind of life. After 
all, I dare say it is the best for me.'' 
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^^ Why, my dear child, of course it is, or 
God would not have appointed it to you/' 

^^ Then I ought not to wish for any change 
in it/' 

^*Wish not, as you value your peace. 
We wish for a thing often, and when the 
wish is granted, we would it were unwished. 
Oh ! he has indeed cause to fear, who un- 
called and unsummoned, pushes himself into 
a post, perchance never intended for him. 
Keep yourself only at the post of obedience, 
dear child, and then if the word comes, ^ Go 
up higher,' you will be sure the call is from 
God, and the word is ^ Obey.' At present 
remember — 

*They also serve, who only stand and wait.' " 

^^Ah! if I only never forgot it; for do 
you know," she went on hurriedly, ^^ some- 
times when I am wishing and wishing, and 
longing for some change in this life of mono- 
tonous things; when I am hoping for the 
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time to come when miy existence will fceiase 
to be passive, and become tfcctivfe— peajde 
«ay, boiAs say, there is so much of borrow 
in the world, then I get frightened, fot* I 
cannot help feeling*, that though the world 
to me is very bright I should like it 16 
be brighter stiH; and if instead, it w^re 
all sorrow, oh! Mr. Barnard! could I 
bear it T and she buried her face in her 
hands* 

"' My d(3ar,*' he replied, laying bis hand 
tetoderly on her shoulder, '^ I cannot inde^ 
tell what your future path may be. I know 
not whether God has destined you for the 
burning fiery furnace of affliction, or chosen 
you out for dwelling amid the Eden gardens 
of this world still left to us ; but this I do 
know, that in some shape or other, trials 
infallibly will meet you, for life is synony- 
mous with trial — I had almost said with sor- 
row J and how can then any one fespect to lie 
exempt ; nay, how can one dare to wish itf 
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^' But I do not dalre, I do libt \#ish it ; it iS 
not th^t— I do feel, I db think I cotild joy in 
the po'wer to do' aiid to suffer — I could', yeS' 
I am sure I could bear, oh ! a great deal, 
and do a great deal/' 

Her face kindled as she clasped her Yl^hM 
in all ^he eneitgy of hijg'h resolve— 

^^But then/' a!nd her voice sank as the' 
evening breeze dies down into silence, ^^ biit 
then, when I have almost longed foi^ the 
smart of sorrow, rather than the rust of in- 
action, there cotoes like a warning voice 
down deep in my heart, that Startling, and 
awfiil question, ^ Could you beat it V I know 
not— I fear and tremble/' 

^^ If God sent it you, you could, my child. 
iJ^othing is too hard to bear that He sends ; 
but beware of longing to have yoilr bwn 
will, and then when you get it, taking it to 
be the will of God/' 

^^ But I am leading such a useless and in- 
active life; I am doing nothing, because 
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there seems nothing* for me to do — dont be 
angry/' she said, looldng* pleadingly in 
his face, "I catft help feeling it — I am 
doing nothing." 

^' But God's wiiy quietly interposed Mr 
Barnard. 

^^Yes; but still it seems like doing no- 
thing,'' she answered quickly, ^' there is no 
fruit.'' 

Mr. Barnard did not reply at once ; when 
he did — ^^ Why, my dear," he said suddenly, 
pointing to a field at a little distance, ^^ I 
thought you told me Farmer Johnson sowed 
that fine piece of land of his, three weeks 
ago.'' 

^^ So he did, sir," she answered in a slightly 
peevish tone, vexed to have, what to her were 
deep thoughts, intruded upon with so trivial 
a question. 

^^ But how is that ? There is no fruit." 

^ But remember^ sir, it was but three weeks 
ago that it was sown." 
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^^I do remember it, my dear child/' he 
replied, turning" towards her tenderly ; ^^ and 
remember also, it is only eighteen years ago 
that you came into the world ; only a little 
more than eighteen years, and you were not ! 
How then is it, that Farmer Johnson is con- 
tent to wait for his harvest, till the seed be 
fully grown, while you are so impatient, that 
scarce is the seed sown before you want to 
reap it, and then because you see nought, 
cry out, ' there is no fruit V Is there not a 
season for sowing, and a season for reaping 
in the world of nature ? why then not the 
same in the garden world of the heart ? Who 
expects to sow and reap at the same time ? 
Youth is life in embryo, it is life's seed time. 
Shall we repine because it is not its harvest 
time? The harvest will come, but not till 
the seed time is past ; the fruit will ripen^ 
but not till the blossom has faded ; and the 
fruit will fall, but not till the fruit is ripe." 

The young girl remained silent for some 
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tooments^ g^^^^g* intently^ on the blank ex- 
jf^anse of the fermer^s field. When she spoke 
a^in, her voice was hurried and hesitating-:^ 

^^ Yes, yefil— ^I sed; but still — I know <wir 
duty is to be content with God's will, what- 
ever that will may be ; it is very wrong*, but 
dtill one — I mean I cannot help feeling* it 
oflten seems like doing* nothing*, notwith- 
fttanding.*' 

^ Was not this winter a very severe one?^' 

^' Yes, sir, very,'' she replied, surprised at 
the question. 

^^ Yes it was, indeed. Day after day the 
meek snow stole noiselessly down, and laid 
tenderly its veil of pitying* purity on the 
hard rude features of this outer world ; day 
after day, and still the same white mantle 
rested in unvaried softness on the face of 
the earth. All this time, useless and inactive, 
what was nature doing; ? Doing* nothing* but 
the will of God. And the flowers, when 
April i^howers have watered them, and May 
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fiuns matured them^ they robe themselveB in 
fairness, and look radiant with loveliness; 
but they too are doing nothing, nothing but 
the will of God. That seed also which we 
saw sown in yonder field, not very long ago, 
why has it not sprung up ? what is it doing ? 
why does it not give some witness of what 
it means to be ? Does it not know that time 
is passing; men have been bom into the 
world, and men have gone out of the world ; 
sunshine and storm, wind and rain, have 
come and gone, while it still remains closely 
hid in the earth — what has it been about all 
this time ? Doing nothing, nothing but the 
will of God/' 

He paused for a few moments, leaning on 
his stick, then went on again — 

^^ It is not the quantity but the quality of 
our obedience that God regards. He only 
says, ^ Do my will ;' the fruits and the con- 
sequences are alike in His hands. The whole 
life of the Christian is comprised in that one 
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word, 'Obey/ For to obey implicitly we 
must have faith ; and to obey heartily, we 
must have love. Therefore the will of God 
is the one law that governs both the natural 
and the spiritual world. More than that, 
angels cannot do ; less than that, man may 
not do.'' 
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CHAPTER III. 



All are uchitectB of fiite, 

Woi^mg in these walla of time ; 

Some with massiTe deeds and great, 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing useless is, or low. 
Each thing in its place is best ; 

And what seems but idle show. 
Strengthens and supports the rest. 

Mb. Babnabd was here suddenly inter- 
rupted by the sound of ^' Constance ! Con- 
stance I'' coming* up upon the ii^ind^ and the 
next moment Effie's little figure itself ap- 
peared^ toiling* up the hill. 

" Oh ! here comes Effie,*' exclaimed Con- 
stance in a vexed tone^ as she thought that 
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V 



now there was an end to the conversation, 
^^ what can she want V 

If she had paid attention^ she might have 
seen how differently Mr. Barnard received 
her sister — 

" Well, my dear/' he said, holding" out his 
hand, and drawing her tindly to his side, 
^^ what have you to say to me V^ 

'' Oh, dear Mr. Barnard/' cried EfEe, with 
twice the warmth of manner of Constance, 
^^ I am so glad to see you ; only you know/' 
she added, with a toss of her saucy little 
head, " I didn't come to find you, I came to 
look for Constance." 

"And here is Constance, so you wont 
have to look very far. But is it a secret, 
you look very mysterious ? Get along with 
you both and have it out together^ I promise 
you I wont listen.'' 

" Oh, sir, indeed you may, it is no secret, 
at least it wont be, and indeed you may 
hear it ; that is," she added, looking doubt- 
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fully at him, ^^ if you won't think it very 
silly.'' 

^' Tell ine first, my dear, and then I will 
tell you what I think ahout it.'' 

" I will give you each three guesses/' said 
Effie, ^^ you, Constance, gfuess first/' 

^^Some tnimpeiy, I daresay," answered 
Constance, not thinking it worth while to 
give herself the trouble of guessing. 

Not so : Mr. Barnard ! 

^ Well, my dear, has some one given you 
a watch or a dog, or, or — ^ continued he, 
quite at his wif s end, ^' a new bonnet ?" 
' ^^ Now, Mr. Barnard, how can you ? No ; 
but 1^11 tell you though. Papa says we may 
have an evening party — a ball — there !" 

^^A ball," echoed Constance, not looking 
particularly delighted. 

^^ Yes, a hall : why you could not look 
more disconsolate if I had said an execu- 
tion," exclaimed her sister with an aggrieved 
air; ^now could she, Mr. Barnard?" 

VOL. I. D 
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^^ Well^ my dear, such an anDouncemenl 
would certainly be a little startling/' 

^ But, Effie, yoti do things in snch a whirl- 
wind always— why you talk as if everythingf 
Was settled, and I have never heard a word 
about it before.'* 

^ My dear, whose fault is that but your 
own V returned Effie : ^^ if people will be up 
to the eyes in phibsophy and Schiller, of 
course they have no ears for the remarks of 
ordinary mortals* But why don't you look 
a little pleased like a rational being, now you 
do know ?" and Effie proceeded to enforce her 
observation with a little shake of her sister's 
arm, which only met with a ^^ Don't !" from 
the latter. 

^' Well, I must say," continued Effie, ^^ it 
is not very kind of you, when I took all the 
trouble to come up this bill to tell you." 

Constance looked a little ashamed then^ 
when she remembered how she but that very 
morning had sought her own pleasure to the 



^ 
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^:scliision of Effie's^ and the neglect of a 
duty to her brother ; and now she was doing 
the same thing again^ only in a different 
way. All her good thoughts and aspirations 
of a moment back^ were they worth no- 
thing? 

^^ Oh, but I do mean to try and be good/' 
she thought to herself, applying a panacea 
to conscience, "but this is quite another 
matter ; it is very provoking to be talked to 
about balls and folly. I know I was wrong 
about Gerald's gloves — but how am I to be 
good ? oh, dear ! when every one around me 
will talk of nothing but trash !'' 

Poor Constance ! her self-knowledge was 
very superficial 3 she did not know herself 
enough yet to tell why a ball to her and a 
ball to Effie were two very different things. 
Effie's pretty face and lively manner making 
her a general favourite, while Constance, not 
particularly pretty, and no adept at small 
talk, generally managed to fall heir to some 
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obscure seat in the corner^ with none Iml 
middle-ag^ maidens and overgrown boy9 
to keep her company ; 00 that she usua% 
returned home sad and disappointed^ and 
ashamed and angry with herself for being 
so. 

^^ Well, my dear/^ said Mr. Barnard kind- 
ly, ^^I only hope you will enjoy yourself; 
that is, if that little head of yours is not 
quite turned by the prospect-^ when is it to 
beP 

'' Oh, I don't know— not quite just yet— - 
perhaps not for another month or two ; but 
we have got the promise of it all safe* Won't 
it be fine ? Shan't I enjoy inviting the peo- 
ple I Let me see — thare are the Bowens, 
the Jamiesons, the Tyrells, oh, and I wish 
that Itahan Countess that is to come to 
Dunscombe may be there; they say she 
is a genius, and I want to see a genius/' 

The old man smiled. 

'^ A kind of natural curiosity you take it 
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to be; an irr^pilarily of the geaxis ^ho«* 
mo/'' 

^' Oh^ air^ bat yoa know geninaed must be 
unlike other people ; they ought to talk like 
a book and lode as grave ae a Sdon. And 
then as for the gentlemen — we must inyite 
plenty of them : you know^ sir^'' she added^ 
half apol<^tically to Mr. Barnard^ ^^ ladies 
wont — I mean can't dance without gentle^ 
men." 

A graye emile lurked around the comers 
of the old man's mouth. 

'^ Assuredly not^ my dear ; and what 
then?" 

'^ Why, T mean there will be some trouble 
to find a sufiBicient supply of them. You don't 
know the Villiers, do you, sir?" 

^' Why, my dear r 

^^ Why I was wondering whether there 
were young ladies there or gentlemen. I 
know there is no Mrs. Yilliers ; she is dead, 
I believe." 
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^^ Well, my dear, for your comfort I beliey© 
there are both. But come, my child, you 
mustn't let that little head of yours quite run 
wild/ You know the old adage, ^ All play 
and no work makes Jack a dull boy/ I fear 
dancing is not much help to sense. Ruu 
9.way now, little maid,*' he continued, kindly 
patting her shoulder, ^^ and try and think no 
more of parties, or partners, for the pre- 
sent/' 

Effie was gone, having run home again, 
first warning Constance it was nearly lunch- 
eon time y but Constance did not pay much 
attention as she still stood on the same spot, 
trying in vain to knit up again the broken 
thread of thought ; and failing in the effort, 
looking hopelessly and wearily across the 
distant prospect. 

^* Well, Constance, still upon the old tack ? 
Not yet out of the slough of despond V 

'^ It is no use, sir, I never can be good,'' 
answered Constance, while tears of yexation 
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filled her eyes^ ^^ such slow results follow on 
such great endeavours, our lives are so dimi- 
nutive and our actions are so small/' 

^^ No wonder, when you begin at the wrong 
end of the clue of life, that you should be 
unable to unravel it — you, who can't spare a 
minute to 3rour sister, how will you find time 
for all those fine aspirations of yours ? Nay, 
I don't mean to wound you/' 

^^ Oh, sir," replied Censtanoe, feeling very 
conscience-stricken as again a remembrance 
of Gerald's gloves came to mind, *^ but I 
cannot attend to nonsense and balls — ought 

I r 

" Yoii can read Wallenstein, I see," he 
replied, catching sight of the book in her 
hand, ^^for your own pleasure; listen to 
Effie then sometimes for hers. And, my 
6hild, shew you have learnt the significance 
of small things, then and not till then, wfll 
you see the insignificance of what the world 
calls ^ great things,' for the conviction that 
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every thitigf is small in the sight of God shaU 
teach you that His love has made nothing so." 

Constance stood deep in thought for some 
minutes J then she said hurriedly^ 

^^ Yes, yes ; but there are some things, 
necessary things, so determinedly earthly — 
I mean/' she said, blushing, ^^ for instance, 
what a large space of life is covered over 
with breakfast and dinner, and another large 
space with going to bed and getting up 
again ; one half of our lives is spent in dream- 
ing with our eyes closed, and the other half 
in dreaming with them open, and then — '' 

^^ And then all we have to do is, to exalt 
these necessary things into holiness.'' 

^^I don't see— how r 

^^ By trying to make each act of daily 
life a step in that golden ladder of holy 
deeds, which links earth to heaven, and binds 
them both in one.'' 

^^ Yes, if one could ; only one is apt to 
fancy it profanation to link in the thought of 
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€k>d with the thought of onr own pleasures 
and occupations/' 

^^ ^ Whatsoever ye do, do all in the name of 
the Lord/'' said Mr. Barnard solemnly; 
*^ it is not said, When ye do this or that 
thing, when ye enter upon a new course of 
action, or come upon one of those epochs in 
life which are datas in thy existence — 
hut ^Whatsoever ye do,'' he it gpreat or 
small, he it to rule an empire or to cut hread 
and butter: ^whatsoever ye do,' — that is, 
everything ye do, ^ do ^22 in the name of the 
Lord/ " 

Constance did not answer immediately; 
then looking up, gave a long gasp, .as if a 
great weight had suddenly been removed 
from her heart. 

^^ I see," she exclaimed, almost joyfully, 
as her countenance brightened, and a happy 
radiance settled over her brow and stole into 
her eyes, ^^ I see ! yes, even a life like mine, 
with no great events in it, made up of little 

D2 
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acts at bome^ may be lived to the glory of, 
God." 

^^ Most surely ! I bave often tbought^ if 
it be not given tbat our life sbould be glorious^ 
as tbe sun^ wben he sbinetb forth in his 
strength ; at least this may be given, that it 
should be as the little sunbeam, that here and 
there lights up a spot that otherwise would 
have been desolate y and now and then throws 
wandering gleams of beauty over the rugged 
peaks and barren places of this world.. And 
oh ! if to us it is granted to shed but a little 
sunlight on the path of one other, soothe 
but one sorrow, or lay but a whisper of 
peace soft on one aching heart, who shall say 
that our lives are useless, or our work not 
glorious ? Like the sunbeam our mission is 
fulfilled ; for we have bestowed that one cup 
of cold water which, ^ Verily I say unto you, 
shall not lose its reward.^ '^ 

The glow on his cheek had deepened, and 
there was the glory of a great light in his 
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eye, while ConBt^nce hid her face in het 
hands, and cried quietly. The waters of life 
seemed to lay as in a vision before her, ra- 
diant with light, and that light was the light 
of Love. Her whole soul yearned with aii 
inexpressible feeling of Divine sympathy^ 
and her tears flowed on till they deepened 
into pra3^er, and prayer grew into praise, 
and from praise a feeling of intense peace 
and intenser happiness came down and set- 
tled and brooded over the stilled waves of 
her young heart, till, a& in a mirror, the 
calm bosom of the hushed lake reflected 
untroubled the deep unchanging hue of 
heaven. 

The striking of the church clock warned 
her at last, it was one o'clock and luncheon 
time, but her heart was too full to speak ) 
so she went up to Mr. Barnard, and silently 
put her hand into his to wish him good bye. 
He detained it, and looked up into that fac^ 
over which gleaming lights and flitting shu- 
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dows chased one another^ and as he grazed 
his thoughts wandered on to the future of 
that young girl^s life. Hers was not a com* 
mon face, would hers be a common lot ? The 
eyelashes that rested on that changeftil 
cheek gave an almost unearthly shadow to 
it. Why was it^ to him they already seemed 
heavy with the weight of tears? The child-r 
like brow, with its braids of dark hair, why 
was it that to him on it already rested the 
shadow of a coming sorrow, that the future 
would fling upon the disc of that young 
life ? The quivering lips, why was it that 
to him they already seemed approaching 
that cup whose draught should be fire to the 
lips that drank it — tremblings of soul and 
bitterness of spirit through the dreary gift 
of years ? And as she stood there, dim vi- 
sions, vague fears and sad forebodings rose 
and moaned like the swelling of ocean 
through the deep of the old man^s heart, till 
they died away on the misty shore of the 
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future into the low murmur of an inarticu- 
late sigfh. 

Constance's voice recalled him to himself. 

" Good bye, dear sir, I hope — Oh, I hope 
I shan't forget what you have said/' 

He passed his hand over his eye^, as if 
to sweep away a mist that had gathered 
there, then answered in his usual tone — 

^^ God has given you many gifts, and re- 
member, my dear child, you must use them. 
If it be presumption to seek for responsibility, 
it is cowardice to shrink from it. The former 
is a fool, but the latter is a traitor. Good 
bye, God bless you." 

Constance Conyngham was the second 
daughter of a gentleman whose estate, Bal- 
combe, though not of great extent and much 
^cumbered, yet from its having been the 
inheritance of his family for many genera* 
tions, gave him a certain position in the 
county. His family consisted of himself, 
his wife, four sons, and three daughters. 

The eldest son, Sydney, in the — th regi- 
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mehty though then at home on leave, aboul; 
four and twenty, was endowed with a noble 
face, and a naturally noble mind ; but the 
sneer of sarcasm as often defaced the. one, 
as the presence of conceit continually de- 
based tKe other. Well thought of, and well 
spoken of, he was one of those characters 
which, built on a foundation of sand, yet 
manage to erect themselves up into a striking 
and a gorgeous edifice, which dazzles the 
eyes of all beholders with the appearance of 
beauty, and the semblance of truth, Kath- 
arine, the eldest daughter, was a year or so 
younger. The correct outline of her features, 
and the straightness with which her black 
hair was braided back in cold unwavy lines 
from her forehead, not inaptl}^ typified the 
straight lines and well squared blocks of her 
character. Archibald was the second sou. 
His character had none of those prominent 
features which give individualit}^ ; none of 
those sharp angles and pointed corners which 
rub against other people's prejudices ; rather, 
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his was one of those most tormenting' of all 
characters^ where the good and the evil are 
so blended^ that we know not which to set 
on the right hand and which on the left. 
Then came Constance r she was eighteen,, 
and generally considered a plain shy girl 
beside her elder and her younger sister. . 
Yet those who gazed attentively on her face, 
often felt that a misty expression rested on. 
it, which suggested the idea of something 
be3'^ond ; for, as through a dim veil, vague 
hints, and faint surmisings, would struggle 
.out fitfully, like a beam of hght from a cloud, 
to give strong indications of the capabilities 
of that yet undeveloped mind, and 3^et un-^ 
withered life j but God had placed her in a 
quiet home, hedged her in with the fence of 
a calm uneventful existence, while she, poor 
foolish child, fretted against both. Foolish, 
indeed I had the earth not been ^^ without 
form, and void,'' when the Spirit of God. 
•^ moved upon the face of the waters,'' it had. 
not been so quickly called out of darkness^ 
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into ligbt. So also it is the blank sheet 
that takes the impression best^ and it is on 
the unwritten page of a virgin mind that 
the finger of God traces most forcibly those 
characters^ which^ when once traced, neither 
life, nor death, nor time, nor eternity can blot 
out again for evermore. The sleep of winter 
precedes the full flush and glory of the 
summer, and beneath the chrysalis shroud 
is hid the germ of a future beauty and the 
commencement seed of a great glory. Eu- 
phemia, a year younger than Constance, 
was gifted with one of those bright faces 
and bright minds, that throw off trouble 
like summer rain, and seem made to ride 
lightly over the billows of life. The third 
son, Gerald, was in the embryo state wherein 
that transformation is being effected which 
converts that universally contemned natural 
production called a "boy,'' into the polished 
elegant specimen of humanity, which adorns 
our drawing rooms, and figures in our ball 
rooms. He was in the first half of his 
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career at Harrow^ and the most prominent 
feature in his character at present was his 
venom agtdnst every other school^ and Eton 
in particular. The youngest^ Basil^ was six 
years old. From his birth he had been a 
cripple. Day after day he would sit quietly 
in his little chair, wrapped up in his own 
thougfhts, while every now and then a pecu* 
liar light would flit across his face, as if he 
held converse with the Eternal and Unseen. 
The veil that mortality has hung* up between 
the Finite and the Infinite, for him had no 
existence, so palpably did he seem to walk 
on the horizon of another world. His eyes 
were dimmed to the visible, only to open 
with greater clearness on the invisible ; and 
those who watched the changeful colour, fair 
complexion, and spiritual light that bright- 
ened on his brow, could not but expect to 
see this stray child of Heaven caught back 
again to his celestial home, to bloom for ever 
a fair flower in the Paradise of God* 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Thou cam'st not to thy place by accident. 

It is the very place God meant for thee. 

And shouldf st thou there, small scope for action see, 

So not for this give room to discontent ; 

Nor let the time thou ow'st to God, be spent 

In idly dreaming how thou mightest be, 

In what concerns thy spiritual life, more free 

From outward hindrance or impediment; 

For presently this hindrance thou shalt view, 

That, without which, all goodness were a task 

So slight, that virtue never eould grow strong. 

Trench, 



^^Ha ! there^s eight o'clock — come ! I must 
make haste — oh I but it isn't pleasant work!'' 
and with a tremendous yawn, Constance^ 
Conyngfham pursued her toilet, the next 
morning after her conversation with Mr* 
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3aniard« ^How the birds do Bang — ah! 

and there's that blackbird in the mulberry 

tree ; why, I can quite see him as I stand 

here, how busy he is building his nest. 

Every body has something to do but me. 

I wish I were a bird to make nests — ^no, I 

don't though, because then I couldn't read 

Schiller or things — why, what a goose I 

am!" — and with that condudve assertion,. 

Constance began brushing her hair; here 

she came to a pause, and began soliloquizing 

again : ^^I declare it makes one quite envious 

to see everything so bright and buB}"- out of 

doors ; I wish I could find something to do, 

besides playing those old polkas ! How I 

hate the name of them I and reading that 

tiresome ^ Quarterly.' — Oh ! I've got a 

bright idea — it has just struck me. I'll do 

it, y^ I will — why shouldn't I? Aunt 

immhurst speaks in her last letter of the 

good cousin Fanny is doing, attending the 

schools, and visiting the poor^ Why,. I 
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mig^ht do that^ then I really should be c^ 
some good in the world ! now I feel only a 
piece of lumber ; I wonder I never thought 
of it before ; 111 do it^ I declare I will 1 this 
very day, too. I'm sure Mr. Barnard will 
think then that I am profiting* b}* what he 
said yesterday. Let me see — oh ! I must be 
quick^ there isn't much time/' — and she began 
to dress in good earnest, and was in the 
breakfast room half an hour before any one 
else. 

^^ Why, Constance 1" said Gerald, as they 
all sat at breakfast, ^^ what's the row with 
you, you seem in a desperate hurry ?" 

^^ So I am," said Constance. 

^^ Pooh I why?" 

*^ Oh 1 I don't know, only I am goiDg to 
be busy this morning." 

^* How absurd !" said Katharine, ^^ really 
Constance, from the way you talk, one would 
fancy you had a hundred things to settle 
and arrange." 
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<^ Women's toQ^es into the bar^n/' 
«aid Archie dily. 

" But/' answered Constance quickly^ ^* I 
really have this morning' a great deal to do." 

^* A great deal to do !'* said Sydney with 
a laugh. " What 1 — you call torturing the 
pianoforte one half of the day^ perpetrating 
orochet the other half, a great deal to do, I 
euppose ?" An ironical smile curled his lips, 
which changed into a look of weariness, as 
he pushed away his plate, and strode moodily 
towards the window. A murmur of indig- 
nation from the petticoat side of the question, 
followed as a matter of course — 

^^ That is too bad," exclaimed Euphemia. 

^^ Very well, disprove it then," said Sydney 
looking round, ^^I defy any young lady 
within twenty miles to do it." 

^^ There, young ladies, there's a challenge 
for you," cried Archie with a serio-c(»nic 
aip«-^^ Constance^ you look pugnacious, come, 
fight it out." 

^^ Thank you." 
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*' Well, begin, Sydney is ready, prepared 
for anything*, from a box on the ear to a 
pistol shot/' 

^^ Nonsense, Archie, only '' 

^^ Only what r 

^^ I think Sydney is wrong/' 

" Agreed — but the proofs/' 

^^ Why, I am sure my time is not always 
spent in playing tunes and doing crochet j 
I have other employments, I assure you/- 

^^ Have you ?" said Sydney ironically j 
^ pray favour us with them/' 

A flush of angry annoyance rose to Con- 
stance's cheek. 

^^No, indeed," she exclaimed ; ^^ I am going 
first to the school, then to see the poor 
people, and after that I must study my 
German and Italian, read English history 
and Prench, draw, write extracts, and 
tiien '' 

^ Mercy on us !" exclaimed Archie, putting 
both hands to his ears with a comic expression 
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6f dismay^ ^^ do you want to deafen ns with 
learning'? No homoeopathic doses yours. 
One half of that will make a confirmed 
blue/' 

^^And the whole of it would not make 
more/' replied Sydney sarcastically. ^ You 
must have forg'otten half the catalogue, 
Constance ! Why, there are the missing* 
books of Livy you are reading", besides the 
Essay on the unknown situations of the 
towns in the moon, fired on — by Sennacherib, 
and that on the undiscovered secret of perpe- 
tual motion found out by Cicero, all to be re- 
flected upon this blessed day, before conscience 
will allow the concentrated wisdom of your 
brain to find a temporary repose in sleep.'' 

A general lau^h was raised at Constance's 
expense, whose face crimsoned oyer with a 
sense that it was not totally unmerited, 
while Mr. Conyngham said — = 

^^ Poor people ! what do you mean about 
the poor, Constance ?" 
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^' It is not your business/^ sugg^ested 
Gerald^ suddenly wheeling up to the scene 
of encounter. 

^^ Aunt Elmhurst says she always goes to 
visit the poor at Oaklands/' replied Constance^ 
half hesitatingly, ^^ and I do not see why I 
may not do the same at home." 

^^Dont you? Well, I do/' replied her 
father, a cloud gathering over his brow- 
^^ Once for all, Constance, I will have no 
new-^fangled Oakland notions here ; girls of 
your age had better stay at home, and mind 
their books, and mend their stockings. The 
poor ! indeed ! — I won't have any new 
lights here, so I can tell you." 

*^ And what is all this too about the 
school ?'' interrupted his wifej ^^ what school.^ 
what is it you mean ? what has come over 
the child ?'^ 

^^ Why — why, mamma,'' replied Constance, 
*^ cousin Fanny always goes to the school to 
teach a class there, you know." 
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But Mrs. Conyngham did not know ; all 
sbe knew was (and in this her other two 
dang^hters perfectly concunM)^ that it was 
a most improper place for any young lady 
calling herself her child to go to. She could 
not think how Aunt ISmhurst could allow 
Fanny to do it — ^besides^ certainly there 
might be schools somewhere about the ril-' 
lage^ but she did not rememb^ to have heard 
about them. 

^Teaching half a dozen dirty children 
their A B 0^ said Katherine shortly ) '^ a 
very pretty occupation indeed for a young 
ladyr 

^ I dont see bow it can be a very unfit 
one^'' said Constance firing up ; ^^Aunt 
Fanny said — I mean — I thought every one 
ought to do it.^ 

^'Then you thought wrong/' replied Kath- 
arine^ as she got up firom her seat, and 
drawing a large work-frame towards her^ 

VOL. I. B 
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began sortii^ out her wools/ Constance 
Etood a few moments irresolutely. 

^^ But I mvM go/' at last she said, *^ I 
want to be useful^ I can't spend my time any 
longer doing nothing/' and her*ey«3 fell 
almost contemptuously on the elaborate 
bunch of flowers her sister was endeavouring 
to transfer to the canvass. Katherine saw 
the look, and replied coldly ; 

^^ Be more circumspect in your phrases 
pray, Constance, and do not call that 'no- 
thing ' which would probably take you your 
whole life to accomplish/' 

^^ Very likely ; and that is just the reason 
why I dont want to pass my days sd — spend- 
ing one's life on such a thing as that, what 
a waste of timeP 

^^Hang your time, and you tooT ex- 
elaimed Gerald; and Euphemia looked up 
with an expression of annoyance. She wished 
Constance would be quiet, really they had 
heard enough about herself and her ^^ time,*' 
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for that day, she quite g'ave her a headache 
with it. 

Constance was gone in a moment, and 
throwing rather than putting on her bonnet, 
was just going into the garden, when she 
was followed and stopped by Archie and 
Gerald — 

^^ Heyday, Constance, going out 1^ said 
the latter, ^^ come along with me then like a 
sensible girl, I am going to have such a 
famous ride.'' 

^^ I can't now, Gerald— just now indeed I 
can't.'' 

^^ What !" exclaimed Archie, ^^ still bent 
on the useful — well, you are an odd girl, to 
give up a glorious canter for the sake of teach- 
ing a dozen of unteachable brats that DOG 
ought to spell ^dog,' and ROD used to 
spell ^ rod,* when you last learnt your letters 
•^— faith ! that's the only thing worth teach«« 
ing them* Example is better than precept- 
give them a j^r * -il illustration of the last 
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word^ and trust me^ they won't forg'et it in a 
hurry !'' 

^^ But/' interrupted Gerald^ ^^ do come^ 
Constance ; upon my word I'm not joking ; 
it is such a bore riding alone/' 

^^ A complimentary reason/' said Archie^ 
as he walked away whistling. 

" Indeed^ Gerald^ I can't come now/' re- 
plied Constance shortly ; and Gerald^ turning 
sharp on his heel, left her^ and went away. 
The rest of the day was an uncomfortable 
one for Constance. Divided between doubts 
as to what she ought to do^ and what she 
ought not to do^ the disagreeable conscious- 
ness remained of having been cross and un- 
compl3ring to her brother^ and felt rebellious 
towards her parents. Gerald too had not 
been seen since the morning. It was in no 
very happy frame of mind that Constance 
descended to the drawing room dressed for 
dinner. Her hand was on the handle of the 
door^ when she heard voices^ as if in angry^ 
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altercation within. Her first impulse was to 
go back— her second to go in — and as she 
opened the door^ the latter was. the only 
alternative. Mr. Conyngham was standing 
in the middle of the room, talking with angry 
brow and angry words to Gerald, who stood 
half leaning against the mantel-piece, with a 
look of would-be bravado on his face^ one of his 
arms in a sling, the other attempting to play 
carelessly with the fire-irons. At a little dis- 
tance sat Mrs. Conyngham on the sofa, 
looking nervous and anxious, every now and 
then trying to pacify her husband with, 

^^ Never mind, my dear, he did not mean 
it; he won't do it again. Will you, Ge- 
rald r 

^ Didn't mean it,'' cried Mr. Conyngham; 
^^ didn't mean it, indeed I There, dont telt 
me, (as his wife stammered out something 
about ^^ Boys will be boys,") dont tell me. 
I downright forbade that boy,^' pointing to 
Gerald, ^^ to go out hunting this morning j 
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and that boy, in the very teeth of my prd- 
hibitipn, chose downright to go and do it* 
I should not have known any thing of it, but 
for that scratch on his arm. He may think 
himself lucky that with that tumble of his he 
escaped with his neck unbroken; let me 
catch him doing anything of that kind again, 
and I can tell him it won't be so pleasant 
for him :'' and out walked Mr. Cpnyngham, 
slamming the door after him. 

No one spoke for a few moments, till Mrp. 
Conyngham said, in a deprecating tone — 

^^ Gerald dear, what a pity to go and make 
j^our father so angry j what put it into your 
head, ra\^ love, to do it V' 

'^ Why,'' Gerald burst forth with, like a 
whirlwind, *^ I must go somewhere. It is 
liot so pleasant to stay at home all day, pok- 
ing about all by myself, I assure you." 

^^ But you had your brothers and sisters 
to go out with j^ou, m}^ dear," said his mo- 
ther soothingly. 
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'. *^Not a bit of it I Sydney was at his 
books, and Archie off at something else. My 
sisters indeed I Katherine can do nothing 
but mope all day over her fency work ^ EflBe 
squaH the rerycats out of countenance^ and as 
to Constance, it would be quite a profanation 
M'ith her waste of time and good deeds to do 
such a common-place thing as to come out 
with me. I'm not half dirty enough to hit 
her fancy I If I had no shoes on my feet, 
br coat to my back, then indeed I might 
hope to. share her attention, but — ^' 

'* Oh, OeraH,'' interrupted Constance. 

^ Oh, Gerald; don't ^oh, Gerald ' me 9 deny 
It if you can, that's all I say : didn't I ask 
3'ou to go ouit with me this morning, and 
didn't you refuse? So 'tis all your fault, 
Uiis pretty mess I have got into i If you bad 
only just come with me, I should as soon have 
thought of hunting as of going to the mooti ! 
I had nothing to do ; and I happened to be 
near when the hunt passed, so I followed on 
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Bog^F; and that is the kmg aiMl %horti of 
it/' 

Only too true I There stood Constance con- 
victed ; a cause of her orother's disobedience 
in part; but dinner was announced^ and her 
distress had to remain known mly to herseF# 
The dinner was a very dull affair^ not by 
any means an unusual occurrence however, 
in a house where few of its members recog* 
nised the duty of exerting themselres for the 
rest } added to whicb^ Mr« Conyngham and 
Gerald were wofuUy oat of hianour* Gon-^ 
stance looked all round the room with a kind 
of feeling of despair^ and a vague hope 
that some providential dispensation would 
suggest some topic of conversation that would 
break the spell of silence^ at last^ with a sense 
of desperation^ she ventured herself to hazard 
the remark of — 

^^ What a very fine day this has been : ^* 
but the announcement was received in solemn 
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silence^ for every one knew it^ and no one 
cared to be told they did. 

Another pause. Then after a protracted 
gaze out of the window^ she once more fe^ 
youred the world with the result of her medi* 
tations. 

^^ How the days do lengthen !'' 

^^ Now how did you find out that curious 
and remarkable fact V said Sydney^ with a 
little twitching about the comersof his mouth. 
^^ Your ideas are quite original, Constance. 
I congratulate you on your discovery.'' 

Poor Constance I that day that she had 
meant to do so well in, at least was a failure I 
How heavy her heart felt when they all 
returaed to the drawing-room after dinner ! 
A sense of uncongeniality, a weariness, an 
emptiness of spirit, a sense of the family 
parts not fitting well into each other, came 
over her. She could not say what jarred^ 
but she felt something did jar in the consti- 
tution of the family. To escape the talk of 

£2 
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silly Dothingd^ she walked up to the deep 
oriel window^ and looked out. How pure^ 
how holy it all looked ! The shades of even- 
ing had deepened into twilight; &r the 
mantle of darkness had fallen from the 
shoulders of night upon the face of the earthy 
to hide it for a few hours from the glare 
of day^ and still it a little while from the 
ceaseless whirling of the wheel of human 
life. What could tell more. of heaven? She 
stood and gazed^ and felt that all that out- 
ward' world was prayer : then she turned to 
look upon her inward world. Her mother 
was sitting half dozing in a corner of the 
sofa over her knitting, every now and then 
raising her head to lament over the stitches 
she had dropped oc the awkwardness of her 
new maid. 

^^That provoking woman Bennett had 
tried her ^ moire antique ' on six times, and 
the sixth it would not fit ; in fact she saw 
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clearly it never would^ and had said so from 
the beginning'/' 

These remarks addressed to her eldest 
daughter, elicited no reply, for the young 
lady was engaged in a duel of words with 
her sister Effie, whose tones, elevated to 
something rather above piano, sounded any* 
thing but melodious. On one side of the 
fire, her father with gloomy brow and com- 
pressed lips, sat dozing in a large arm chair ; 
opposite to him in a similar position reclined 
Archie, his legs stretched out on the fender 
to their fullest capability of extent, his arms 
and his hands engaged in supporting the 
tremendous weight of the last new novel, 
while he himself laboured under the pleasant 
little delusion that he was reading it ; a delu- 
sion which probably would have remained 
undispelled, had not the sudden decline and 
fall of the book to the level of the floor 
revealed the insecurity of its hold on the 
tnind of the reader. 
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Sydney, the only one who disdained the 
use of arm chairs and sofas, was immersed 
in his books and his thoughts ; Gerald had 
already taken his candle, with a nod to all 
present, and tumbled up to his room. 

Was it any wonder, then, that a feeling 
of sadness came over Constance, as she 
looked on all this ! It was an indescribable 
feeling of disappointment, of desolation — nay, 
almost of misery. She leant her head against 
the window, and a sigh of weariness escaped 
her. Yet she scarcely knew why j she only 
felt a great void in her heart, and how to fill 
it she knew not. 

^^ Is it that I have no sympathy with any 
one ?" she thought to herself; " And if thou 
hadst,'' said a voice within her, ^^ would the 
void of thy heart be filled r 

The question that arose from the deeps of 
her being received no answer. Who can 
answer it till they have tried it — tried it, 
with all its sweetness and its pain, and learnt 
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to realise the truth of that fact which 80onert)r 
later we must acknowledgfe^if not in thisworld^ 
then in that which is to come— that the heart 
was made for God^ and less than God cannot 
satisfy it. We may try many experiments, 
ambition^ friendship^ earthly affection^ to 
stay the cravings of our beings ; but though 
we succeed in tumbling the world into the 
yawning crater of our souls^ its chasm will 
still remain unfilled^ until^ as in the fable of 
old^ we throw into it that which is priceless^ 
even the fear and the love of God ? Then 
idiall the great gulf close over^ and from the 
satisfied void^ that is a void no longer^ shall 
arise the blessed cry of ^^ Peace, peace/' 
when there is great peace. 

^^ Effie/' said her father, suddenly rousing 
himself, ^^ go and play that duet with Con- 
stance which I like so much/' 

^^^ Morning dew-drops/ do you mea% 
pi^a ? oh I but I can't. Constance was out 
when I wanted to practise it ; so we could 
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not try it over agfain ; and our parts don't 
g'O half well enoug^h together yet to play 
it/' 

Mr. Conyngham, unless much roused^ was 
pot in the habit of displa5ang his feelings, so 
he only looked rather annoyed, and turning 
himself round in his chair, settled himself for 
another doze. Ashamed and vexed at her 
neglect of her father's wishes, expressed two 
days before, Constance started up with-^ 
, ^^ Shall we practise it now V^ 

^^Thjink j'^ou very much, Constance,'' said 
83^dney, looking up from his book, ^^ your 
consideration for our ears is really extreme." 

'^ Dear me !" thought Constance, as she 
sat down again, " what mistakes I do make ! 
How dreadfully stupid of me to propose 
practising it now ! of course, no one would 
like it. I wonder whether every one is^so 
stupid." 

Bed time came at last j and night closed 
upon the day. 
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Oh^ ye sins of omission^ how great w31 be 
your catalog'ue at the Judgment day ! 

Oh vaiu^ worthless must that life be— vain 
as the empty bubble when it breaketh^ 
worthless as the chaff ^^ which the wind 
scattereth away from the face of the earth ;" 
wherdn in the doing of those things which 
we ought to have done^ we have left undone 
that which we ought tiot to have left undone. 
Though others' wills and desires compel us 
to a different mode of life to what we might 
purselves have chosen^ God has placed us 
there^ and a life that is given and a post that 
is appointed by Him can no more be aim* 
less^ and shall no more be useless^ than the 
tiniest link in the chain of Nature^ wherein 
^^ Power ordained nothing which Wisdom 
saw not needful.*' Every one has a work 
to do^ every one a mission to fulfil ; a work 
which none can do, a mission which none 
can fulfil but himself. Each has some dar- 
ling wish, some predominant bias to their 
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minds. Constance's was a great longing for 
action^ a desire after the activity of service^ 
rather than the passive sitting down of pa- 
tience. A strongf will^ a heart full of the 
superabundance of life, a keen power of enjoy* 
ment., a something of restlessness^ and a 
superfluity of energy; who should say 
whether a baptism of tears and a longf wait^ 
ing^ by a cross of grief^ might not be needful^ 
before that ardent burning mind should be 
conformed to that condition without which, 
^^ Verily/' it is said, ^^ except ye be converted 
and become as little children, ye shall in no 
wise enter into the kingdom of heaven/' 
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CHAPTER V. 



Not by appointment do we meet delight 
Or joy : they heed not our expectancy ; 
But round some comer in the streets of life 
They, on a Badden, dasp us with a smile. 

Oerald Massey, 

The first sound in the song of lore 
Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound ; 
Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings. 
And play the prelude of our fate. 

Longfellow. 



Bbightly were the drawing rooms of 
Balcombe Priory illuminated when the 
nig^ht so anxiously anticipated by Euphemia 
at last arrived. Mrs. Gonyngham dressed 
in smiles^ as new as her feathers and as 
bright as her diamonds^ swept majestically 
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from one to the other of her high-born 
guests, inquiring" after their respective lap- 
dogs and children, with as much tenderness 
as if her own >frell-being depended entirely 
on theirs. Katherine, her dark hair wrapped 
round her well-formed head,. moved que^n* 
like through the long suite of handsome 
rooms. Her regular features, yet perfectly 
expressionless face suggesting the idea of 
beaut)", yet failing to realise that idea ; her 
fine form, charming by its dignity, yet fail- 
ing to charm from its want of ease ; and her 
entirely ladj^ike manners, pleasing from 
their polish, and yet failing to please from 
their absence of cordiality. Handsome she 
certainly was, and handsome every one 
thought her; but it was with the same kind 
of feeling with which one admires a well- 
executed statue. 

Not so Effie. She pleased as a living, 
breathing reality : the luxuriance of the 
bright hair that hung in sunny waves upon 
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brow and throat and sboulders, restrained by 
a wreath of flowers^ suited well the laug'hin^ 
face and sparkling* eyes with which she flitted 
from one to the other. 

^^ Lady Julia^ let me find yon a partner. 
Jtf r. Hope^ do you dance ? Oh yes, of course, 
what else did you come for. Mr. Hope — 
Lady Julia Taunton — there ! the introduc-^ 
tion is oyer. Make haste' and take your 
places, or the music will be over too.'^ And 
away she tripped. 

^ Will you do me the honour of dancing V^ 
began a gentleman. 

^ With you ! oh dear, no ; I am much too 
busy ; so instead, just do that young* lady the 
honour of dancing with her. Come, I will intro^ 
ducej'ouj'^ and before the unhappy victim had 
time to decline the honour, he found himself 
yainly endeavouring to spin both himself and 
a very voluminous partner round in the 
mazes of a most impracticable waltz. 

In the mean time, Constance, after a few 
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spasmodic efforts to introduce partners to 
one another^ which all signally failed^ had 
at length managed to conceal herself in a 
recess behind the window curtain. 

She knew well what her fate was in a 
ball room — to be neglected; so she left^ 
though it must be owned a little reluctantly^ 
both the duties and the pleasures of the even- 
ing to her sisters to enjoy. Neither dancing 
herself; nor asking others to do so^ yet wish- 
ing to do both; she stood gazing with a misty 
face from her corner on the animated scene; 
as though she herself had no part nor lot in 
it. By degrees it grew still more animated 
and animating ; fresh people came pouring 
in ; bright eyes grew brighter ; joyous music 
more joyous still j the evergreens drooped 
more gracefully, and the many - coloured 
lamps in the conservatory glittered like stars 
from out the deep rich hues of the variegated 
foliage and bright blushing flowers ; while 
shadowy groups of young and lovely forms 
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kept ^lancingf to and fro amid the wreaths 
of leaves^ heavy with the weight of hot- 
house blossoms. 

Very near Constance's hiding place stood 
a bench^ inviting from its emptiness^ and as 
may be supposed^ as the evening wore dn^ it 
was not allowed to invite very long j two 
ladies took possession of it^ and commenced 
a desultory conversation. 

^ Insufferably hot !'' groaned one of them^ 
a middle-aged damsel; whose head was 
blessed with the most curious combination 
of the vegetable and mineral kingdoms ever 
yet granted to the eyes of man to witness. 

^^ Quite fearfrd/' sighed her companion, 
with a face that matched her dress^ both 
being decidedly pass6; ^^for my part, it 
seems a most senseless custom^ these balls— 
inviting people to be suffocated^ I call it.'^ 

It was a new idea to Constance, it amused 
her and she kept playing with it a little while : 
when her thoughts were again at liberty^ 
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the two ladies were criticising* the danciog* 
and the dancers. 

^^ Atrocious ! My dear Lady Arabella^ do 
just look at that girl! What feet! Ele- 
phantine quite ! Well^ I do believe that 
the hippopotamus would perform better than 
that.*' 

^^ At least it would be better worth see-* 
ing*/' thought Constance to herself^ as she 
watched the ungainly movements of a first- 
rate specimen of that unfortunate class^ 
young* ladies between fourteen and fifteen, 
who invariably have unmanageable hair, 
white frocks, and countenances as blank as 
the same. Lady Arabella, giving a half 
sigh and a whole 3'awn, murmured — 

^^ Shocking, Miss Marsden, utterly dis- 
gusting !'' then leaning back, she half closed 
her e5^es with a fashionable ennuy 6 air. 

Miss Marsden's tongue, however, was not 
tired ; so in default of a listener, she went 
on making a running commentary ^'^ ^ 
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self of the dresses and faces of the company 
present. 

. ^^Ah^ there is a pretty toilette — very 
pretty j white cr^pe — is it crfepe, though, 
I wonder ? Yes, surely it is j and a very 
pretty girl too. Ah/' as the owner of the 
white cr^pe came more in view, ^^ why, I 
declare, it is one of the Miss Conyngham&, 
pretty girl — ^very pretty girl ! Lady Ara* 
bella, you are a great judge of heautj^, is 
she not pretty V^ 

The lady addressed languidly raised her 
eye-glass for a moment, and looked care- 
lessly at the young girl in question. 

^^ She is well enough/' 

^^ Ah, there is my favourite, young Edgar 
Villiers/' pursued Miss Marsden. ^^Lady 
Arabella, I appeal to you, is he not very dis- 
tingue looking ? not in the least handsome 
though, you know/^ 

^^Who? which?'' said Lady Arabella, 
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Openings her eyes^ and looking^ as if she had 
just returned from £amschatka. 

^^ Why, Edgar VilKers j there ! tJbat gfen- 
tleman with the dark hair ; don't you see him 
standing next to Sydney Oonynghamr 

^^ Which is young Gonyngham !'' replied 
the lady, applying her eye-glass more 
vigorously than before. 

^^ There he is^ jui3t in front of us, leanmg 
against the door with his arms folded. Now 
he is comingLtowards us, I must speak to hhn. 
How do you do, Mr. Gonyngham, I have 
not seen you yet to congratulate you on your 
return home. I have been trying to get an 
opportunity of doing so for the last week." 

^^ Miss Marsden, you overwhelm me with 
confrision. Why did you not let me know 
your wishes, and I would certainly have pre- 
sented myself at your house to receive them,*' 
replied Sydney, bowing low, to hide a some- 
what suspicious smile about the comers of 
his mouth. 
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^^ Well, never mind now ; but tell me, you 
must have seen a great many things ^ were 
you pleased V 

^^Oh, of course, delighted. What else 
can a man say who does not want to be 
voted an ass ? I went throug^i the usual 
fever and ague fits on Vesuvius and Mont 
Blanc 3 nearly died with rapture over the 
Venus de Medici, and was struck back into 
life by the Apollo Belvidere. For any fur- 
ther ecstasies I must refer you to the book 
of travels I propose writing* for the gratifica- 
tion of my friends/* 

*^ Now, how kind of you,*' ejacubt^ Miss 
Marsden, lifting up her hands in admiration, 
"3'ou will let me have a copy of it; you 
know you are a special favourite of mine.'* 

^^Am I really? how shall I ever prove 
my gratitude land my sense of the honour ! 
Certainly 3"ou «hall have my book — when 
I publish it/' 

"Oh how kind,^ replied Miss Marsden, 

VOL. i. F 
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again taking* it all in sober earnest, ^^ well, 
I shan^t forget : but now tell me, you must 
have found a great difference in your sis- 
ters/' 

' ^^How? in what way, mind, manners, 
or conversation V 

'' Oh, in all/' 

" Well, I assure you I am not sensible of 
it/' 

. ^^ Come, now, you must own at least, that 
two of your sisters are very handsome/' 
. "H'm, yes; they are very well, they 
have grown up into presentable girls enough, 
quite pattern young ladies, I assure you j 
they work crochet, and look very well in a 
drawing room/' 

^^ Well, I can tell you they are very much 
admired ; charming girls they are/' 

'' Oh very/' 

^^ Now, Mr. Conyngham, I don^t like that 
wicked look .in 5^our eyes.'* 

^^ Dont you ? I am very sorry ; but unfor- 
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tunately my eyes are fixtures, else I might 
try to please you by exchanging" them/^ 

^^ Oh, I see what it is now, your sisters are 
not philosophical enoug*h to suit you ; but 
there is Miss Constance, she considers her- 
self something" above the common, does she 
notr 

Constance, who during* the greater part 
of the previous conversation had been watch- 
ing the dancers, catching the sound of her 
own name, heard Sydney say, as he gave a 
little short laugh— 

^^ I dont know what she considers herself; 
she is like every other young lady as far as 
I can see, a common-place and ordinary girl 
enough/' 

A slight movement was heard on the other 
side of the curtain. 

*^ Dear me V^ said Lady Arabella, looking 
round, *^ what can that noise be ! Did you 
hear it ? I am positive it was something ; 
pray, Mr, Conyngham,''— appealing to him 
—^^ don't you think so r 
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^ Undoubtedly ; but whether it be a rat or 
a g"ho»t, madam, I cannot say." 

*^0h pray, but cannot somebody inquire ; 
in these old houses, you know, one hears of 
Btrange stories/' exclaimed Miss Marsden, 
catching" the infection of fear ; ^ you will 
forgive me, Mr. Conyngham, for saying* so, 
l)ut would it not be better to have an inves- 
1)ig*ation ?'* she continued, looking* nervously 
round. 

'^Certainly; I will send to London for a 
detachment of the Dragoon Guards this very 
evening,^' replied Sydney, gravely. 

'^^ Oh, but there it is again ! " exclaimed 
Lady Arabella, and rising precipitately, in 
sympathy with Miss Marsden, the two ladies 
beat a retreat from the haunted corner, fol- 
lowed by Sydney, who kept consoling* them 
with the assurance, ^^that very likely it was 
the spirit of some unfortunate lady, sum- 
moned .up by the sound of waltzes to the 
scene of her. former triumphs.'' 
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Some minutes passed ; Constance's head 
had sunk upon her arms^ and her dark haif 
shrouded both ; presently the arim were 
withdrawn^ the hair slowly shaken back^ and 
a pale quiet face^ with an expression of pain 
upon it^ gleamed up from beneath it. Joyous 
music resounded through the rooms ; grace- 
ful forma waved to and fro ; bright faces 
and li^ht footsteps ; flowing locks ^^ with 
the glad wreath bound ;'' the glory light of 
youth and beauty^ mingled with the ecstatic 
tones of mirth and joy, at each turn of the 
^^ flying danee/' all flashed on the eye and 
ear. But as in a dream, they all passed 
before that still, sad face. What ! her 
brother ! he to whom she could have given 
such a depth of love, he set so little store by 
her affection ! — " a common-place and ordi- 
nary girl enough '^ — cutting words, they 
pierced through to her very heart's core^ 
She looked round on that gay company, and 
felt there was not one there with whom she 
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eould claim sympathy. A strange thrill 
passed through her ; she felt she was alone in 
.the wide world. A fair girl passed near her, 
leaning on her partner's arm, and as she raised 
her eyes for the instant to his — Constance 
read in the looks of each, the secret of both. 
She looked aft^r them a moment, then let 
her head sink down again upon her arms. 
Why was it ? Others had something to love 
them best in the world — she had nothing. 
Others were permitted to gather up the gold 
and frankincense of their love, and store it 
all away in the heart of another, — while she 
— she, with that vast, that unbounded, sealed 
well-spring of devoted affection that lay 
sleeping in the depths of her being — why 
was she restrained from pouring it forth in 
the might of its fulness and being at rest ? 
There are seasons of intense loneliness in 
the life of every man ; when the hand of 
God, removing every prop on which the 
soul is wont to lean, to teach him those 
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props are not eternal, leaves him a prey to 
his own weakness, that he may learn that 
the heart is infinite, and less than the Infi- 
nite cannot satisfy it ; that he may feel that 
there is a void in his haart, which the love 
of God, and the love of God only can fill. 

Relig*ion was a great deal to ^Constance, 
but it was not yet the all in all ; her spirit^ 
aware of the empty nothing-ness of this 
world, had strug-gled up throug-h its dust 
and mire into something* like ligfht and 
happiness, but it was still but the faint light 
t)f dawn, not the meridian splendour of the 
noontide day. 

.' The room which had been thronged to 
overflowing before, began now to be almost 
deserted, for a general rush had set in to- 
wards the supper room. Then Constance, 
seeing that she was left alone, stole forth 
from her hiding place. The benches were 
mostly empty, the very musicians had left 
their places, scarcely a step or sound was to 
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be beard, where a moment before all had 
been life and gaiety; while the dark por- 
traits of those whose outward life had long 
mce &ded from the Present into the Past, 
loomed heavy and dim from the old fashioned 
panelled walls^ till in the stillness they 
seemed to start out into being*^ and inspire 
one wi<^ a te^ug of terror* But Constance 
heeded them not ; she stood still one moment, 
her handJB tightly clasped^ then the pent 
soul within^ gnddenly oiirerflowing its bonn* 
dariei^ she gnre utterance aloud to the 
burden of its passionate sorrow — "Oh for 
some one to love V^ A sharp twang suddenly 
thrilled through the rooms- — the sound died 
away in the distance, and silence once more 
reigned. A harp string had quivered and 
broken ; it struck a warning note upon 
Constance^s ear, and rang a knell of pain 
upon her heart — a spasm of fear shot through 
her — "And what if my prayer should be 
granted ?" It was too much, she could bear 
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it no long^er— she rushed from the room^ and 
darting* througfh an open window near^ found 
herself on the verandah. 

It was a glorious night. The lily moon 
floating on in a misty ocean of light, walked 
the heavens in its purity j one or two stars 
gleamed as points of silver in the dark 
depths of the blue sky ; while beneath, though 
the deep shadows still lay sleeping* on field 
and dale, the line of hills on the dim edge of 
the horizon, lifting up their pale cold brows 
into the silent air, had already caught warn- 
ing of the coming of the sun, and lay in 
light beneath his smile. 

The loud weary sounds of the day had no 
place there, the labour and the burthen of 
life no existence j for the tired earth, sick at 
heart of bearing the noise and the heat of 
its on-gt)ing, had obtained one little hour's 
reprieve, and laid upon the bosom of its 
Creator, slept and was at rest. 

Constance stood and gazed, till slowly and 

F 2 
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softly some of the peace stole in upon her 

weary hearty and she dared not feel herself 

alone in the wide world. How still the 

shadows were f How pure the moon beams, 

falling like tears of peace upon the heart ! 

And then one deep, intense, fearfully urgent 

prayer for rest, for something that was not 

weariness, that was not earth — ^for something 

satisfying and eternal, rose from the troubled 

depths of that weary spirit, and lo ! ere scarce 

uttered, across its tumultuous waves there 

came a breath, *^ I say unto thee, Be still,'* 

and they sank down to rest at the voice of 

God. 

" May I have the pleasure of dancing this 
quadrille with you V' 

Constance started ; she had forgotten all 

about quadrilles and polkas for the time 

*^ Dear me, what a bore,'* was her mental 
commentary— " Oh no, I won't dance — 
perhaps Fd better though,'' and consequently 
she squeezed out a faint murmur of something 
about ^^ much pleasure." 
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The gentleman gave her his arm^ and half 
repenting of her acquiescence^ she went off 
with her tall companion to join the quad- 
rille. ^^I wonder whether I am expected 
to talk/' she thought to herself, as she gave a 
ehy glance at his face. It was not a hand- 
some face^ neither particularly well cut^ nor 
very well tinted, 3'^et with a certain charm of 
its own about it— a fascination that many a 
more regularly good looking face might have 
lacked. ^^ And what am I to talk about, if 
I do," she continued, ^' I wonder if he likes 
Shakespeare. Oh, but I can't plunge head- 
long into Shakespeare, and it is so missisb 
to talk about parties. I daresay though he 
takes me to be a school-girl, and is sure to 
ask me whether I like dancing." And at 
the same instant Mr. Villiers (for that was 
the gentleman^s name), as if to confirm her 
prophecy said — 

" Are you fond of dancing V 

(^^ Stupid man !) Not at all, I scarcely ever 
dance." 
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^^ I never dance if I can help it. (There, 
now, I'm in a pretty hobble ; he^l wonder 
why Vm dancing now with him; why am 
I? Vm sure. I don't know). I mean — I 
mean that I don't care for dancing* in itself. 
(There now,. I haven't made it any better ; 
oh 1 what a goose I am !)" 

^^ You care for it then, because of its con-^ 
comitantSy I suppose, society and conversa- 
tion," said her companion^ looking rather 
amused. 

^^ Oh, no, no/' exclaimed Constance, feel- 
ing very hot, and getting very red, " I 
don^t care at all about conversation." 

^^ If it is not a very impertinent question, 
what do 30U care about then ?" 

^^ Oh^I don't know — a great many things 
(Oh, I wish I was out of this !)" 

^^ A great many things is rather general ; 
won't you come to particulars— are you fond 
of music ?" 

'' Oh, yes." 
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^^ Drawing" ?** 

" Reading r 

(^^ Bless the man, is he putting* me quite 
through ray catechism ?) Oh^ yes/' 

^^ Tell me some of your favourite books V 

f He thinks I shall say ' Bible Stories/ 
I suppose; or ^Easy Lessons in one syl- 
lable/) Shakespeare/' with rather of a gasp^ 
as if she had said something decidedly 
witty. 

^ A safe answer^ and a tolerably compre- 
-hensive one. It is your turn to cross over. 
Nothing else V^ when she had returned to his 
side, after having shuffled through her part. 

" Oh yes, heaps of things — books I mean. 
Don^t you think it is very warm ?" 

^^ Ver^^,'* replied her companion, laughing. 

^^ Oh, what an impracticable being !'' 
sighed Constance, ^^ will this quadrille never 
be over V' 

It did come, however, to an end at last j 
and to escape the heat of the room they ad^ 
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journed once more to the verandah. Neither 
of them spoke at first, the contrast of nature 
and art struck them so forcibly; but at 
length Constance, unable any longer to re- 
strain her admiration, with a sudden impulse 
exclaimed aloud, 

^^ Oh how beautiful, is it not V' 
Mr. Villiers was standing- gazing* on the 
silent shadows cast by the quiet moon, and 
he did not reply at once ; when he did it 
was more as if he had forgotten his partner's 
proximity, and was speaking to himself. 

^^ Yes,'^ he said in a musing tone, '^ it is 
too beautiful." 

Constance looked up suddenl}', an electric 
touch seemed to quicken some chord within ; 
then she said aloud in a quick tone, 
'^ Few people would think so though.^' 
^^ Few people would say so perhaps ; it 
would not be orthodox,^' he replied with a 
smile ; " but,'* he continued in a graver tone, 
^^ at least on me, a beautiful landscape has ~ 
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alwa^'S something of a painful effect. Na- 
ture seems like a perfect melody^ in which 
man is the only discordant note^ and so 
spoils the whole.^' 

'^ I should not like to think that/' said 
Constance earnestly, *^ it makes a schism in 
the order of creation.'^ 

^' Well; when man laid hold of the tree of 
knotv ledge, did he not let go the tree of 

life r 

Constance looked up to see if her compa- 
nion was in earnest, for there was something 
in his tone which made her doubt it ; a 
slight tincture of raillery that suited ill with 
the solemnity of the subject. 

'^ Perhaps/' he resumed more gently, as 
he caught a glimpse of the inquiring expres- 
sion on her clear earnest face, ^' you are a 
great worshipper of nature V^ 

'^ Can any one not be ? Could any one 
look upon a night like this and remain un- 
moved V Constance answered, a sudden glow 
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mounting' to her face — *^ Oh no, I never will 
believe it I^' 

^^ Nor I either/' he replied, for a moment 
participating' in her enthusiasm, ^^ it is scenes 
like these that call forth one's buried ener- 
gies ; it may be but a moment, but in that 
moment have we not lived a thousand 
years V^ 

'' Yes, oh yes," she said kindling, ^* and 
then we grow into poets, is it not so ?'' 

^^ Very likety,'' he replied, returning to his 
old smile, ^' but to decide that point personal 
experience is very valuable ; and as I have 
none such to offer, I cannot say." 

The lights had paled, the evergreens had 
faded, and the rooms had thinned and 
thinned, till they were left to the undisturbed 
possession of the Conyngham family. Syd- 
ney, with his arms folded, kept pacing back- 
wards and forwards, muttering at intervals, 

'^ Insufferably hot ! insuffei'ably ugly all 
the girls were I insufferable altogether I" 
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^^ Pooh, stuff and nonsense !" Archie ex- 
claimed, ^^ as pretty a collection of g'irls aa 
you'd find anywhere, I^d lay any money ; 
didn^t I dance, that^s all! why I danced 
with all the pretty ones;'^ and he ndded, 
sotto voce, ^^ a good many of the ugly onea 
too/' 

^^ Well, my dears,'' said Mrs. Oonyngham, 
^^ I must say I think it went off very welL 
The supper was excellent ; Gunter could not 
have arranged it better." 

^ By the way," said Effie, ^^ where is Con- 
stance J I have not seen her the whole even- 
ing T 

^^ Probably the heat has dissolved her/' 
returned Sydney drily. 

^^ Not she," answered Archie ; ^^ an hour 
ago I saw her up to her chin in the mysteries 
of a philosophical argument with — what d'ye 
call the fellow — Villiers, isn*t it ? She will 
come to light bye-and-bye ; if not, we will 
have her cried as lost the first things to-mor* 
row morning," 
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^^ Oh, here she is," said Effie, as Constance 
entered the room. 

*^ My dear sister/' continued Archie, gfoing* 
up to her with mock gravity, " you can't 
think what a state of inconsolability your 
afflicted family has been thrown into by your 
mysterious non-appearance j as to Sydney, 
his despair was such, that suicide would at 
once have supervened if he could only have 
made up his mind as to what was the most 
scientific method of undergoing* it.'' 

" How distressing !" answered Constance, 
laughing. 

*'And pray," he continued, putting his 
hands on both her shoulders, " how did 3"ou 
like it r 

She looked up into his face with a coun- 
tenance actually radiant with animation. 

^^ Like it? Did I like it? Oh yes j I 
never spent such a pleasant evening before." 

*^ Then I pity you, that is all I can say," 
said Katherine. 
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" Well, 'pon.my honour, she don^t look as 
if she needed pity," said Archie, playfully, 
turning' his sister round and round ; and 
really the transformation one hour hnd 
effected in her appearnnce was marvellous; 
the pale face had acquired an unusual glow, 
and revelations of a new and strangle beauty 
lay hid in the deeps of the beaming* e3'es, 
that were more than half veiled by the qui- 
vering' eyelashes 

^^ Come, Conny," he added, laughing*, " I 
don't despair of your turning* out a beauty 
yet." 

'' Oh Sydney,'' exclaimed Effie, as she 
took up her candle, " did you remark Sir 
Edward Marsden V^ 

'^ I saw nothing" to remark about him/' 

" Oh, but he is so handsome P 

'' Is he? Provide me with a microscope 
next time, and perhaps I shall be able ta 
discover it/' 

'' Now, Sydney, how provoking* you are ! 
Well, then, did you see his sister?'' 
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^^Who could help it? that antiquated 
piece of furniture on the top of her head 
k evidently an heir-loom/' 

^^ So I should say/' replied Katherine^ ^' I 
wonder what peopk neither useful, nor orna- 
mental^ want in a ball room : — poor Miss^ 
Marsden^ nothing could be worse I" 

^' Worse I my dear, what's the matter? 
who is worse V^ exclaimed Mrs. Cbnyngham^ 
catching* the last words as she was leaving. 

^^ No one at tll^ ma'^am, excepting a lady 
with a botanical g*arden on the top of her 
head/' replied Sydney, with his usual smile 
of sub-satire^ as he took up his candle and 
left the room. The family party separated. 
Constance reached her room, and then draw- 
ing back the window curtain, stood with her 
hands on the window aill^ watching the coming 
up of the day. A sudden sunbeam had 
flashed that evening over the landscape of 
her life, whether never to fade from thence, 
or soon to be quenched in the living light of 
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tears — who should say ? She stood on the 
verge of a great gulf, and like a tired child, 
she laid herself down to sleep among the 
flowers that gTew on its hank, unheeding 
that beneath the soft music of its waters, as 
they rippled up on the shore of her soul^ there 
lay hidden the capabilities of the future storm, 
and the torrent power of passion. 

Stranofe 1 how often our feet fnlter on the 
horizon of a new order of thiugs, and our 
eyes are bolden that we know it not 1 

The young girl, after prayers, which that 
night were praises, laid herself down to sleep, 
and dreamed of beautiful landscapes, star- 
lit skies^ and— Edgar Villiers— but dreamed 
not that her destiny had already passed from 
her own to anothei^'s keeping ; knew not that 
that nioit had been struck the kev-note that 
was from that dav henceforward to restrain 
into unity the wandering tones of the varied 
melody of life — for the hand of God rested 
on the harp of life, and the prelude was al- 
ready played. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



" Oh we live ! Oh we live ! 
And this life that we receive^ 
Is a warm thing, and a new. 
Which we softly bud into ; 
From the heart, and from the brain. 

Something strange that overmuch is, 

« 

Of the sound, and of the sight. 
Flowing round in trickling touches 
Of a sorrow and delight.*' 

E. JBarett Browning, 

" The leaves of memory seem'd to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark." 

Longfellow, 

^* Dear me ! how very tiresome P' 
*^ What's the row now V^ was Gerald's 
laconic ohservation^ in answer to Katherine's 
exclamation^ he being at home for the mid- 
.summer holidays. 
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^^ Why, somebody has been drawing* faces 
over that picture of mine I was doing' — was 
it you, Gerald V 

'^•Notl/' 

" I am sure it must be you ! What plag-ues 
schoolboys are !'' 

^^ Complimentary, certainly — it wasn^t me 
I tell you, it was Constance^s doing*." 

^^ Constance 1 She is alwa} s doing* some 
careless thing* or other — Constance !" said 
Katherine, g'oing* to the door and slightly 
raising* her voice. 

^^ Did 3^ou call me ?'' was the repl}'-, as 
Constance entered the room. 

Two months had passed since her conversa- 
tion with Mr. Barnard : it was now May, and 
the trees had grown young* ag*ain in the light 
of spring*, and with their new birth Con- 
stance's face and character had kept pace* 

There was a perceptible difference even in 
the way she opened the door in answer to 
Katherine's summons. There was more of 
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purpose and aim in every movement. She 
had strug'gled hard of late with her natural 
faults of disposition 3 her hah' was smoother 
and more glossy ; her dress fitted better 
than it used to do ; while the weary look of 
dissatisfaction with herself and life, that had 
80 long' marred the expression of her face, 
had given way to a brightness, that spring*- 
ing from some deep holy well of the heart, 
made that face fair in its 3"outh. But, poor 
Constance, she bad many faults still : her 
want of thought and untidiness, often bi*ing- 
ing her into sore trouble, with the tidy Ka- 
thcrine particularly. 

^^ Constance, 1 do wish you would be more 
careful,^' said Katherine, " Gerald says j^ou 
have been spoiling this drawing of mine.'' 

Constance began an indignant expostula- 
tion. ^^ I V then stopped and looked con- 
fused — " Oh Katherine, I am very sorry ; it 
was my fault I believe, though I didn't do 
it. When I was teadiing Georgy White 
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tbis morhiiig', Kttb ^lly gxit liold of it^ and 
before I was awar^, «he sieribbled over it/' 

^^ Jttst.Kke jbu I" Mias "Katberine's rejoinder 
*-^ ^^ any one efee would bave taken care to 
{put thingB out of tbe way of flirty little fin- 
gers. Pray be careful another time/^ sbe 
.continued, as Constance went up to 1;he 
window-sill, and leamng* ber ann on it took 
up a book. 

A loud '^ ballo !'' startied ber. 

^' Wby, wbat's tbe matter now ?" sbe said, 
in a balf vexed impatient tone, as Oerald, 
rushing up to ber, gave her arm a shake. 

" Can't you look what you are up to ?'* he 
said indignantly, ^^ youVe been and knocked 
my boat, my cork boat Pm making, on tbe 
bead ! What a piece of awkwardness you 
are ! Can't come near anything*, but you 
inock it down, sure as a. gun'!'' 

^^ Dear me, I'm very sorry, but why do 
you put your boat in people's way ?" 

^^ Any one but you, with^balf an eye would 

VOL. I. G 
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have seen it/' said the aggrieved Gerald, 
sweeping together his boat-making materials, 
and taking them with a very injured air out 
of the room — ^^l^You'U catch it, if you don't 
keep a sharp look out next time, I can tell 
you.** 

Constance, looking rather disconsolate, re- 
turned to her book, but the long streaks of 
sunlight would come and lie upon the page, 
and blazon it over with a glory not its own, 
while the wreaths of roses that hung in fes- 
toons round the window, stealing some of 
the sun^s rich lustre, looked in upon her like 
a smile of the future. Down went the book 
very soon. 

^^Oh I can't read, it's impossible," she 
said, half aloud, ^^ quite impossible to read 
fusty, musty history, when the whole outer 
world is full of light. Oh dear me ! life really 
is very beautiful ! I wonder what made me 
think the doleful things I used to think about 
it. Let me see, I'm eighteen now — well, I 
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think I am very happy after all ! I wonder 
ten years hence what I shall feel like — even 
five-and-twenty seems a long* way off now, 
.quite old ! and eight-atid twenty ! By that 
time how many thing's may have happened^ 
must have happened ! I wonder whether I 
shall be here then ? I wonder whether all 
things will go on just as they do now, for 
long ? I wonder, oh I wonder whether our 
lives will always flow on so quiet, making 
scarcely noise enough to say they are going* 
on, as they do now V And with that Con- 
stance laid down her head on the open book, 
and went out into the shadowy brightness of 
dreamland, while the summer sunshine 
touched up the chesnut hair into brightness, 
and wove a wreath of sunbeams round the 
dreaming head like a saint^s crown of glory. 
" Wake up, Conn — in a bro vn study, eh ?*' 
said Effie's voice ; and Constance looked up 
and saw Effie's little face appearing at the 
window. 
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^^ Oh £ffie^ come in/Visaid Constatnce, sud*- 
denly rememberitig' good Tesolutions and 
duties together^ ^^ it is an hour passed cmt 
reading* time^ do come now^ or it will be too 
late/' 

^ Never mind it to-day/' 
^^ Oh but it is ^ never mind it' every day, 
you really ought to employ yourself." 

^^ Employ myself! never did in my whole 
life — don't know how." 

Bat Effie came in/no1;withstanding'^ and 
Jet Constance get Alison's History oif Europe, 
that they were by way of reading together, 
then sat down with the dog Fido in her arms, 
while her sister finding the place, began — 

^^ Within the space of twenty years, events 
accumulated — " 

^^ No doubt they did— Oh Constance, just 
think, Lady Bowen has sent us an invitation 
for a grand soir6e on the 22nd I What kind 
of thing will it be, do you think ?" 

^^ Only do let me go on — Within the space 
of twenty years — " 
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^^By the way, I wonder whether that 
Italian Countess who is coming* to live at 
Dunscombe, has arrived yet. I wish she 
was come, because then Lady Bowen might 
call upon her, and ask her for the 22nd.'' 

^^ Oh that 22nd !'' groaned Constance. 

^^ Isn't there some, mystery about her ? I 
do so love mystery. Is she come yet ?" 

Constance sighed. " How can I go on V^ 
she said in despair, ^^ if you interrupt me 
every moment.^ 

^^ Dear me, I forgot. Well, III be quiet 
as two mice. Oh ! Morris told me she saw 
furniture going in there yesterday, so she 
must be coming— only they say she is so 
odd.'' 

Constance began again at the events which 
never seemed destined to accumulate — 
^^ Within the spaco of twenty years, events 
aceumuiated, a,ad ip that period was suc- 
cessively presented— '^ 

^^ A great deal of nonsense, I dare say. 
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but just tell me — isn^t she half Eng*lish ? does 
she mean to live alone ? Isn't she too young; 
for that ? Shall we know her, do you think ? 
Oh ! but I forgot again— we were to be very 
quiet." 

" No, Effie," exclaimed Constance, as she 
closed the book with an impatient gesture, 
*'it is of no use, we must wait till your read- 
tag fit comes on, if indeed it ever does." 

The door opened, and an unruly shock of 
hair made its appearance at the aperture. 
^* Hallo ! now children, I say what's all this 
row about ? There are visitors in the drawing- 
room, and Papa is going out in half an hour, 
but of course you don't want any of you to 
go — '' and the shock of hair made its exit. 

^^ Gerald, Gerald, stop !" called out Con- 
stance, running to the door, "does Papa 
want any of us to go with him V 

"-Ask him, he knows better than I do." 

" No— now, Gerald, did he send you with 
a message V 
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*^ No — ^yes— no, that is, he said you might 
go, if you liked, but I thought you wouldn't 
like, so I said no, for certain/' 

^^ Dear me, Gerald, you are very kind, hut 
you might let one decide for one's self." 

^^ Well,, decide away, who hinders you, I 
should like to know.'' 

Constance went to find her father. He 
said he was only going to walk to Duns- 
combe to see if he could speak to his lawyer, 
who he heard was to be there that after- 
noon, as he wished to have a few minutes' 
conversation with him on a matter of busi- 
ness that must be settled at once. Either 
Constance, or one of her sisters might go 
tfter luncheon with him, if they liked ; but 
it would be very stupid for them unless they 
fancied roaming about the house and grounds 
alone, which they could do if they pleased, 
as he believed its present owner had not yet 
taken possession. 

Sunscombe 1 there was nothing better that 
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Conatanoor liked doing^^ than g^ng to see this 
atraiig^e old place^ sa sooa^ £f report spoke 
true^ to be iDhalnibed by an Italian Countess 
of both youthr and beauty;, the same lady 
who had disturbed Constance's reading^. 
There was a strangle mystery hanging^ over 
this Italian. The estate she bad lately in^ 
iwited bjrigttbf h«r mother, who had-been 
an Ibglisbwomasu Report also said shd 
pieaut ta live very seduded^ holdmg no com* 
munieations witb the neig'hbours round^ so 
of course the neig^hbours revenged themselyes 
by holding a great many communications 
about her. 

^^ Here we are at last/' said Mr. Conyng- 
ham,. when after rather a long* walk, he and 
Constance came iiu sight of the Ihinscombe 
grounds, her sisters having preferred to go 
out driving with their mother^ 

'^ It belongs to the Countess— the Italian, 
doesn't it, Papa ? I suppose she has not yet 
arrived,, though.'' 
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^^Of course not, my dear, or I shouW not 
come. My business is only with my lawyer, 
Mr. Sawyei*. I wanted to see him, and I 
heard he was coming" here to-day/' 

"Mr, Sawyer!^' repeated Constance to 
herself. She knew the man well, and his 
name better. She had learnt to connect his 
presence with an increasing glooip on her 
father^s face ; and an almost imperceptible 
shadow, daily lengthening on the hearth of 
home. Her father had grown dark-browed 
and gloomy lately. 

They were nearly in front of the house. 
It was a very ancient one. A smooth lawn 
slanted down southwards, towards a sheet of 
water, on which a few solitary swans floated 
on in the calm consciousness of beauty : 
while towards the west, an opening in the 
line of bills in front, allowed the beams of 
the setting sun to come and go at will, on 
the lace of the landscape. Yet there was 
something of a neglected look about the 

G 2 
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whole place, betokening* the absence of its 
possessor; and the cawing of the rooks as 
they swept hurriedly by^ brought back to the 
silent hearty the dreamy music of other days. 

They came to a gate ; Mr. Conyngham 
gave it a push, and it swung back with a 
6ullen sound. The path was partly over- 
grown with weeds^ and the envious boughs 
had done their best to exchide the sun from 
the young grass that grew beneath, though 
here and there a wandering ray of light stole 
in, and laid a kiss on the folded eyelids of 
the sleeping flowers. 

" This is not the principal entrance, Con- 
stance, but it is the nearest,'^ said Mr. 
Conyngham, as they emerged from the path, 
and stood on the raised terrace that went 
round the house. 

'' I think 3'ou must wait here, my dear, 
while I go and knock at the door.^^ 

Constance obeyed, and while her father 
went rapidly forward, her thoughts travelled 
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Still more rapidly back to the past^ and on to 
the future. The afternoon which had clouded 
over, had now cleared up again : the thick 
masses of clouds had slowly rolled away 
from the hill sides, and the beams of the 
sinking* sun came slanting up through the 
gap between them, and laid their soft hues 
on the plain beyond. How many had stood 
on that terrace before her, watching that 
setting sun ! and how many would stand 
there after her ! Her thoughts followed the 
sunbeams, as they went from hill to stream, 
and from stream to valley, till at last they 
followed them up again into heaven. Her 
father^s voice roused her from the dreamy 
reverie into which she had fallen — 

" Constance, Constance, where are you ?^' 
She hastened along the terrace, and found 
her father and Mr. Sawyer waiting for her 
at the entrance door. 

^^ My dear/^ said Mr. Conyngham, ^^ I may 
be detained I find, rather longer than I ex- 
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pected* If you like ta go in and rest^ Mr. 
Sawyer gays you ean/' 

" Yes, Sir — certainly, Ma'am. There is a 
gallery of very fair portraits attached to the 
house : perhaps the yomig* lady migfht find 
something* to interest her there.'' 

'* Well, Constance, what do you say ? 
Perhaps that will be as good a way of pass* 
ing the time as any. I don't expect to be 
much longer than a quarter of an hour.'' 

Constance assented, and Mr. Sawyer, after 
having bowed her up a few staircAses, and 
down a few passages, left her to herself and 
to the digestion of his civil speeches. 

It was a fine long galler}'^, and Constance 
looked up at the quaint old portraits that 
adorned the walls, with a strange thrill of 
awe. Here there smiled out a damsel in all 
tlie glory of red cheeks and white musKn : 
there, stood a lady in all the pride of hoop 
and ruff, with a bird quietly perched on her 
rigl^ hand : farther on, a young man in the 
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costume of the last century^ stood with out-- 
stretched arms and feet^ looking — ' My name 
is Norval'— over an. odd combination of 
^wishy-washy'' plains and derations, by 
courtesy called mountains. Yet they all had 
lived ) lived, not only collectively, but indi- 
vidually;, lived, not only the outer life of 
custom and accident, but the inner life of 
thought and feeling. Down the faded cheek 
of that once blooming girl, the tear of affec- 
tioQ had fallen : beneath the stiff apparel of 
that outward fashion, a mother's heart had 
beat : the struggle of life with them had been 
the same — ^its tokens were on their brows, and 
its. scars burnt into their hearts. Yet thut 
page of human life there, unfolded, was now 
closed for ever : that scene in human exis? 
tence there portrayed,, had coi»e and gone to 
return no more, and the actors therein had 
played their little part on the world's great 
amphitheatre, and now were— where f Ah ! 
though the book of human life may contain 
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many pages as yet unwritten, who shall make 
those that have once home the impress of 
writing*, a hlank again ? 

Constance stood still, as these thoughts 
crowded through her mind, and the percep- 
tion of that endless ^ now,' flowed upon her 
soul with a sense of pain. What I the cease- 
less years of eternity, are they all suspended 
on the moment of time ? What ! this human 
existence that shews but as a point in the 
vault of immensity — is it destined to last for 
ever and for ever? when suns are hid in 
darkness, and stars have ceased their light ? 
" For ever and for ever !'' Thought travelled 
on to that "ever and ever,'' but thought re- 
fused to compass it. In vain aching fancy 
piled days on days, and years on years, cen- 
turies on centuries — no nearer did she seem 
to that " for ever and for ever" of eternit3\ 
With a feeling almost of terror, she recoiled 
from the gulf into which she was gazing, and 
hid her face in her hands. Suddenly her ear 
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Was arrested by the sound of music. She 
started ; where could it come from ? for her 
thougfhts had gfone on^ and fallen into the 
future^ and its echoes came back to her iu 
sjdlables of pain. She moved hastily forward 
down the lon^ gallery, the music becoming 
more and more distinct, till she came to a 
door before which hung* a curtain, and which 
opened upon the gallery. The door was par- 
tially open, and without reflecting, Constance 
drew close enough to see in without being 
seen, the curtain shading her from view. In 
the dentre of the room, dark with oak-pan- 
nelled walls and antique pieces of furniture, 
stood a lady bending over a harp, from 
whence her white hands as they idly strayed 
over the chords, started angel notes into exis- 
tence; while the bonnet she had thrown 
carelessly aside on a chair, and the shawl 
that still draped her fine form, showed she 
had but that instant arrived. Through the 
iiarrow pointed window of stained glass, its 



siedley of colours flungf on the cajrpetec} fioQi^^ 
(me ray of intaoK. %ttt h^d coi^Qntrated 
iteelf onhesr u{i-lift0d brow; tile head was 
8%htly tbrowQt Imk, md the raveiib tresaea 
lowed m rick b«nds away fro» the noble 
featured face^ till she irresistibly reminded 
<ma of a parophet^is^ who^ playing with hidden 
things^ had raised for ome instant tbe curtain 
ef futurity^ and then aippalled at the »ight^ 
stood dizzy and entranced on the verge of the 
dread gulf of the unknown. 

Constance^ in a moment, guessed she must 
be the Countess of whom so many strange 
stories were current, and thought probably, 
as she was supposed to be very eccentric in 
her movements, she had come over to see her 
future home, without having given any no- 
tice of her intention. Constance turned to 
make her escape, but the lady moved^ and 
then let her hands wander over the chords 
again. They vibrated into a few notes of 
intense melody, and drawing the harp closer 
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to her^ with a touch that seemed to wake- 
love from every string, as her fingers swept 
them each in turn, she called up such a flood 
of thrilling harmony, till the very instrument 
seemed to quiver with delight. Constance 
found herself spell hound, and compelled to 
listen whether she would or no. It was a 
wild unfettered strain, bursting spontaneously 
from the heart— joy, sorrow, victory, were» 
there : the love of the woman, the fervour of 
Idle enthusiast, the might of the hero, and the 
triumph of the martyr, all were there, rising, 
falling, now the one, now the other predomi- 
nant; and ever and anon, through that 
tangled maze of thought and feeUng, rose 
distinct and dear, the measured chant of a 
silent psalm, as it ia in life's mingled melody,, 
when heneath the full ringing of the chords o£ 
a loud prosperity, may be discerned the quiet 
underchime of a veiled and secret sorrow. 
Constance stood motionless, drinking in the 
waves of sound, as the thirsty drink in water> 
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while the lady's voice still flowed on. Ghra* 
doally it died out into a plaintiTe wail^ — 

** Is ihste aught thou deeply prizert P 
Know— it^ahall deoay : 
Ib there aught tiioQ loreet cloflest f 
Kxkow^ikai QoA shall tske away.'* 

> ■ ft 

Then it quivered altogfether into silence, and 
&e tears hoth of the singer and the listener, 
beat a mute accompaniment to the echo that 
had ceased to vibrate on the ear, because it 
had gone down deep into the heart. 

'^Constance! Constance I make haste! I 
want you.'* 

The words came sounding up the long 
gallery^ and with a quick sense of shame at 
the indiscretion she had been committing in 
listening unseen, she turned hastUy and ran 
down to meet her father, half afraid lest the 
lady should have heard his voice, and detected 
her presence. Of course she was the Countess 
Xiucchesi, but surely her father was not aware 
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she was in the house^ or he would not have 
come. Did Mr. Sawyer know it ? Constance 
was going to ask the question of her father^ 
as she came up to him^ but he stopped her^ 
saying" in a quick^ hurried tone — 

^ My dear^ I find I shall have to go to 
Mr. Sawyer's house on my way back. I 
am sorry I brought you, for it wiU be very 
tiresome for you, yet I cannot send you 
home alone. What will you like to do V^ 

^* If you do not mind my coming with you, 
I shall like that best," replied Constance, 
with a glance of dismay at her father's cloudy 
brow and agitated manner ; ^^ you know that 
is half way home, at least it is easier to get 
home that way, it is a quieter road." 

^* Very well, my dear, then come, and if 
I am detained you must just go home by 
yourself, by Farmwood Lane and the Upton 
Eoad, that is quiet enough as you say." 

Constance, in spite of her longing to ask 
her father, whether he or Mr. Sawyer knew 
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• 

tb«l;. t^a Cbim^sa wis, in tbA; hoose^ had tact 
enough to aakioothiiig juet thm^ 8Q instead^ 
j^^iMtoed in bee Qwa mind of tba;t. ateaoge 
g^pfa ^ had jipt bad of hw. Would aha 
ever see her.agam?' or was it <Hia of tbpM 
^toiBge. maiMJH^ ia li% wher^ 'G^bye 
' filkakjais handa with^ Qf^tkag V 

-^ One tdtu»Ii of ^e. And all the rest is mj^tf V'" 
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CHAPTER vn. 

&di trial has its weigbt/whioh whoso bears, 
Knows bis own woe, and need of succouring grace : 
The martyr's hope half wipes away the trace 
Of flowing blood ; the while life's humblest cares 
Smart more, because they hold in Holy Writ no place. 

Jj/gra ApostoUca, 

" All are not taken ! there are left behind 
Living Beloveds, tender looks to bring. 
And make the daylight still a bappy thing ; 
And tender voices to make soft the wind : 
But if it were not so-^if I oould find 
No love in all the world for comforting, 
Nor any path but hollowly did ring ; 
And if before these sepidchres unmoving 

I istood alone, 

I know a voice would sound, " Daughter, I AM ; 
Can I Buffice for heaven land not for earth f ' 

M JSareit Browning. 

JMr. Sawyer's house was in the prin- 
cipal street of the little town near IBalcombe 
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Northwych, a narrow uncomfortable looking 
street, and an equally narrow uncomfortable 
looking* house. 

^^ Dear me/' thought Constance to herself, 
^^ how I should hate living in such a place — 
such a view of chimney pots ! it wouldn't be 
living, it would only be existing !'^ 

They went into the house, and Constance 
thought it even more gloomy inside than out 
— added to which there was that combined 
scent of dinner and stuf&ness, indigenous to 
small houses, — a kind of general atmosphere 
of ^ smell,' which was anything but inviting. 
"If Miss Conyngham will not object to 
resting in this room, while we transact our 
little business together, sir," said the lawyer. 
" Oh yes, anywhere will do j it will only 
be for a few minutes, my dear, I hope," said 
her father, as Mr. Sawyer opened the door 
of a room leading out of the small hall, and 
she entered. 

A perfect chorus of voices burst upon her 
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ear as the door closed ag*am upon her. Look- 
ingp round^ she saw she was in a room with 
folding" doors, which heing* partially open, 
disclosed to view half a dozen noisy children 
gathered round a table, on which a few books, 
and a slate or two, indicated lessons ; while 
at the top of the table sat an insig'nificant 
looking* individual, whose general appearance 
indicated governess. 

^^ Get your books,^^ Constance heard the 
latter say, ^^ at once now. Frederick, don't 
dog's-ear your grammar like that. Your 
sum, Alfred, get it this moment. Blanche, 
take your arms off the table. Alfred, how 
many times am I to ask you for that sum V^ 

^^ Here it is," said the boy in a surly tone. 

She looked at it for a moment, then gave 
it him back : ^^ It is all wrong.'' 

'' Can't help it." 

^^ Don't speak to me in that tone, sir: 
what do four, and five, make ?" 
. ^^ Don't know." 
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' ^^^0, land find out then/' 

^^^ Shan't/' he replied with Spartan br^vitj^^ 
tand threw the slate down on the ground. 

^^Won^t you? — we -shall soon see.** A 
^ivil war ensued, which ending in the com*- 
plete discomfiture of the young rebel, he was 
•Bent to garnish a corner of the room, while 
the victor sat down to wage war with the 
next little pickle. 

*^ Violetta, I told you to learn your lesson, 
not pick holes in the table-cover. Blanche, 
are you going to be all day over that geogra- 
phy — come and say it at once/' 

Miss Blanche, a young lady whose ap- 
pearance presented a complete antithesis to 
iier name — face and hair being mutually on 
fire, here ambled up with her book in her 
hand, and her finger in her mouth, and 
began — 

"London, situated on the Serpentine, is 
a-" 

But the governess's hand the next mo- 
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nient gave occupation to her mind of a 
different description, and for the following* 
five minutes, she seemed aware of nothing- 
hut that tears were situated in her head. — She 
was then dismissed to he a vis-d,-vis to 
Master Frederick, while No. 3 was called 
up. 

^^ Violetta, are you ready now ?— Blanche, 
stop that noise this instant.^' 

Violetta fortunately was rather more ready 
than her sister, so d comparative silence of 
ten minutes ensued, while she was heing put 
through her paces in French, and spelling — 
That over, then came hopeful. No. 4. 

^^ Joanna, let me see your copy ?'' 

This young lady had profited by the tem- 
porary cessation of hostilities to illuminate 
her History of England with a series of 
original designs, so that instead of the copy 
^^ Industry'' written out in text hand, the 
points and exemplification thereof were only 
forthcoming in a remarkable natural curiosity 

VOL. I. H 
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portrayed on the first page of Goldsmith's 
History, hearing the designation — ^^ This is a 
Briton/' 

^^ Oh dear me P sighed the poor gover- 
ness, ^^ were there ever snch children hefore I 
— m have you write this copy, Joanna — I 
will indeed — (Frederick, stir. Sir, if you dare.) 
So hegin at once. There, have I not told 
you fifty times already not to stand on one 
leg ? Now you are leaning your elhows on 
the tahle, with your head poked down. 
^^ Come, that's rather hetter, now hegin.'' 
A comparative stillness of two minutes 
ensued,, while Constance, as she looked at 
the dingy little room, with its dark monoto- 
nous patterned paper, and its only ornaments 
two prints — the Queen over the chimney 
piece, and the Duke of Wellington opposite, 
staring her out of countenance, pondered on 
the misery of heing a governess. The 
teacher's voice disturbed her meditations. 
^'Where's Violetta?" A search after the 
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missing damsel being* instituted^ she was 
discovered quietly seated behind the arm- 
chair^ pursuing* her investigations into the 
nature of her governess's workbox. Out of 
a laudable spirit of inquiry, the young lady 
had pushed her researches so far, that the 
Qbject of it had already given way to her 
pressing solicitations, by obligingly breaking* 
in two. Constance saw the catastrophe, and 
anticipated the result in the anger of the 
gt>vemess, so also did the child, for she began 
to cry in expectation of what was to follow. 
But they were both mistaken — the poor 
g^overness merely bent down quietly over the 
scene of devastation, collected the scattered 
relics of the attack, and without one word of 
reproof to the thoughtless author of the 
same, laid them without speaking* m her lap. 
Constance saw, as she shaded her face with 
her hand, one or two tears fall slowly upon 
them. Oh, the silent language of those 
tears 1 The carelessness of a wayward child 
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had^ perhaps, destroyed the gift of a father's 
tenderness ; — perhaps, a mother^s hand, on 
which the dust of death now lay heavy, had 
stored it with many a token, of a mother's 
care ^ or, perchance, some absent friend had 
bestowed it as a memorial of a love that 
needed none, because enshrined in the hewts 
of both. Here the door opened, and a maid 
broug*ht Constance a message from her father, 
^ he feared he should be detained some time 
longer, so he wished Miss Conyngham to be 
so good as to go home/' Constance was 
glad enough to obey, for the poor governess's 
tears had fallen on her heart, and lay like a 
heavy weight there. " Why was it ?" she 
thought to herself as she walked along, and 
contrasted the fate of the two beings that 
that day had brought her in contact with— 
that on one every gift seemed to unite, while 
from the other every gift seemed to have been 
taken. The old room came back upon her 
\irith its dimmed and mellow light, stream- 
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ing" through the tmted window on that 
glorious form with the ever-flowing river of 
song gushing up from the deeps of her 
throbbing hearty and then fancy shifted the 
scene, and brought back too the little dingy 
parlour, the faded walls, the quarrelling 
children, and the few sad tears, till human 
shortsightedness was ready to ask the ques- 
tion : ^^ Wherefore the difference ?'' 

A turn in the lane brought Constance in 
sight of an old man bending down over the 
bank beneath the hedge. She quickened her 
steps, as she recognised Mr. Barnard^ who 
was busy looking for his treasures, as he 
called the leaves and flowers. ^^ Eh I What ! 
Why, my child, is it you,'' he said, looking 
up at the sound of her voice, ^^ well, I am 
very glad to see you." 

^' Busy, as usual, I see Mr. Barnard." 

"Busy, aye, busy, watching the foot, 
steps of God, my child .'* 

^^And what have you got here?'* she 
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said, taking' up some flowers that lay on the 
^ound. 

^^ Why^ when any flowers take my fancy, 
I carry them home, just dry them, and then 
put them hy in a book I keep for the pur- 
pose, and if I find anything* very choice, I 
just keep it apart in my pocket book ; herfe 
is one ' memento mori' ''—and opening his 
pocket book he took out from thence a 
withered snow-drop. 

^^ Ah, Mr. Barnard, what possessed you 
to take such care of such a poor little piece 
of decay?'' 

^^ Because it is the text of an eloquent 
sermon.'* 

^^How?*' 

" The soft winds of this last genial winter 
had been wooing* the young* leaves to come 
out and bud, and one coy snow-drop, silly 
child, listened to the song* of earthly flattery, 
and unfolded its breast of snow too soon, 
for the keen north-east came, and see,'^ he 
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held up the trembliug* little flower^ but the 
cold had seized it^ and it hxmg its head 

SOTTOwfillly. 

^^Poor little thing* I it was quite blighted/' 

^* Quite — And do you know why V 

'' No— Why r 

^^ Because this silly flower has followed ite 
own will, instead of waiting for God^s. It 
was weary, staying hid away in the silence 
of the earth ; so instead of biding till the 
finger of Providence pointed to the hour, it 
chose its own time and place, and this is thei 
consequence/' 

^^ It is the old story of want of faith, Mr. 
Barnard." 

^^ And love too, if we only knew if 

^^If ?— that ^if makes all the difference. 
Oh, Mr. Barnard, there is an ^ iT to spoil 
every life, except, perhaps, for a saint,'^ ex* 
claimed Constance, passionately. 

^^ A saint is but a man after all, and what 
one man has done, all m^y do/' 
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^^ It does not seem like it though/' 
^^Ah^ iny child, it is our own fault if it 
does not. We are ever making for ourselves 
pleasant pictures, laying over them, the rich 
gloss of imagination, and then hanging them 
up in our hearts, till they hide from our eyes 
every glimpse of Heaven — this is one of the 

^^ But, Mp. Barnard, these pleasant pic- 
tures, as you call them — we must have them 

we can't do without them/^ exclaimed Con- 
6/tB.ncey hurriedly. 

^' So man says ; but God says, what ? — 
<Tie^daly - of the Lord shall be on all plea- 
sant pictures.' '' 

^ ^ The very things we hold the tightest, 
it is just those God strikes from our hold.'* 
Constance looked up, a sudden quiver 
passed through her frame j she walked on 
hastily a few steps, then stopped and burst 
into tears. Mr. Barnard laid his hand 
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gently on her arm, and said tenderly — ^^ My 
child; can we wonder that He who hath 
said — ^ My son, give me thy heart/ should 
cast out the idols from His temple V '^ 

^*But we cannot help ourselves/* said 
Constance, impetuously, as she stilled her 
weeping. ^^Our relations, our friends — in 
short — they will fill our hearts, and do what 
we win, they will have most of our love/' 

^^ And therefore the axe is laid to the root 
of the tree, and the command goes forth — 
^Cut it down, why cumbereth it the ground V ^\ 

There was a pause ; then Constance said, 
^^ I can understand that in some cases, but 
oh ! to have our life unsunned by love !'' 

^^ He, who loved us enough to give His 
life for us, will He keep back from us the gift 
of his love V^ replied her companion gently. 

" But the love of God seems so high up, 
that we cannot reach it.'' 

" And, therefore. He became man that we 
might. God has placed us in our earthly 

h2 
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homes^ and drawn us to one another by the 
tender and mysterious ties of affection^ that 
by thern^ and through them^ we might ascend 
to the comprehension of a love greater yet 
even than that whereby we were created and 
redeemed/' 

Constance shook her head — ^^ Still I can't 
realize it quite/' 

^^ No wonder^ while you give your love to 
man, and only your fear to God." 

" How can one give anything else ? Love 
requires sympathy." 

^^ Precisely, and we don't find it through 
our own fault. Take one instance — praj' er 
— In the words of another, ^ We pray not 
for the things we really want, but for those 
we think we ought to want.' This, at once, 
prevents our realizing the fulness of Divine 
sympathy, without which, there can be no 
fulness of Divine love." 

" But, somehow, it doesn't seem right — 
reverential, I mean— to bring up all the little 
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thin^ that come to rub us even in one hour^ 
in our prayers ! Perhaps some one has said 
a cross word, or we are prevented from going 
to some amusement, or we have lost some- 
thing we wanted/' 

" My dear child, I will answer you ag'aiu) 
not in my own words ; ^ He, who 'prays foi: 
the coming of God's kingdom, when the sharp 
word of a friend is running: like a dagfger 
into his soul, or the loss of a wished-for 
pleasure fretting his heart, will succeed 
about as well, as the caged eagle who strives 
to soar into the heavens, and in consequence 
is beaten back by the wires of his earthly 
prison. " 

Constance drew a long breath, as she 
murmured, ^^ It sounds very comforting/' 

^^ Aye, and is so. The love of God is the 
one true philosopher's stone ; it lay in the 
path of those who sought that stone, and 
therefore they passed it by as a common 
thing *y yet it is its alchemy that turns all it 
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touches into gold ; the rubbish of Kfe ; the 
fearfulness of death } and the wretchedness 
of sorrow/' 

^^ But,'' said Constance, stammering and 
blushing, ^^ all this you have been talking 
of -would it satisfy one yt^ife— entirely — I 
mean, if one were left quite alone in the 
world r 

' The question needed no reply, for its 
answer was written in characters of light on 
every line of the old man's face. He spoke 
of religion from a knowledge of its blessed- 
ness, from seventy years experience, not from 
theory. He looked at the impetuous girl 
before him, for a moment in silence, then 
taking her hand, he said : *^ Perhaps you 
may not believe me now, dear child, but the 
time will come, when you will learn that 
though the last wind of sorrow blight the 
sheltering' gourd, and take away the desire of 
your eyes with a stroke, the true source 
of your happiness still remains untouched. 
"Will you care for the one drop when the 
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inexhaustible ocean of love itself is yours, for 
the one parted ray of light, when the un- 
dimmed fount of glory is yours for ever and 
ever V 

They came now in sight of Balcombe, and 
Mr. Samard held out his hand, ^^ I must go 
now, my dear/' he said very kindly, ^^ Good 
bye — God bless you— Only one word more — 
remember that, to St. PauFs question : ^ Lord, 
what wilt thou have me to do V the answer 
was : ^ I will shew him what great things he 
must suffer, for my sake.' " 

He left her, and Constance walked on 
quickly, ^ vague fear gathering darkly round 
her heart. " God's will be done/' she tried 
to murmur, then a sudden tremor came over 
her, " And what if He should take me at my 
word, and do His will ?" 

When she reached the house, at the door 
Effie met her, with the exclamation : " Oh, 
Constance, there is Mr. Villiers in the draw- 
ing-room, talking about German, and stuff j 
you'd better go in and see him.'' 
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CHAPTER VII. 



'* But often in the world's most crowded streets. 
But often in the din of strife, 
There rises an unspeakable desire, 
After the knowledge of our buried life : 
A thirst to spend our fire, and restless force. 
In tracking out our true original course : 
A longing to enquire 
Into the mystery of this heart, that beats 
So wild, so deep in us." 

Arnold. 

** The childlike faith that asks not sight, 
Waits nor for wonder, nor for sign. 
Believes, because it loves aright, 
Shall see things greater, things divine." 

Christian Tear, 

Edgar Villiers was the only son of a 
gentleman of good famil}^ and fortune, whose 
place, Glynvellan, lay contiguous to that of 
the Conynghams. He was not handsome, 
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but SO nearly approaching* to it; that he was 
often thought so. He had a mind which 
teemed with the ore of thought, rich by 
nature, and well worked by education j Pro- 
vidence evidently had intended him for pur- 
suing noble aims, and a high walk in life, 
whether he fulfilled his destiny was another 
question. He went to church once every 
Sunday, heard the prayers, and dissected the 
sermon with the san^-froid of the present 
age, which in default of what it does not 
practise, makes up for it in what it does 
preach. He had, moreover, a vein of poetry 
in his temperament, and was consequently 
keenly alive to the imagery of religion; 
there were moments— for instance, when the 
hour of twilight falling upon the world — 
thoughts of stillness cradled his soul — or when 
the old echo of some haunting tone, sum- 
moned up by the present, from the deeps of 
the past, flung itself back upon his spirit, and 
struck its chords into melody — then he 
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thoug*ht^ oh immeasurably^ and felt^ oh in- 
tensely, religious ! No one knew better than 
Edgar ViUiers what the theory of religion is, 
but the fact was, so acute was he in settling 
other men's duties, that he had no time left 
for settling his own. He had heard so much 
about religion, talked so much about it, and 
seen so much of it, that he had altogether 
forgotten to practise it. He had two sisters, 
both by way of being religious, but the re- 
ligion of the one was chiefly shewn in the 
strict propriety, which laid its veto upon 
cigars, outlawed arm-chairs, and banished 
his favourite ^^ lounge'' from the drawing- 
room, looked upon a ball-room as a sink of 
iniquity, and dancing, as the short cut to 
perdition. As for the other, she was full of 
zeal and energy, could superintend schools, 
and organize choirs, but somehow she never 
seemed to get further than that, and while 
her brother was wanting a button sewed on 
his glove, or her father a letter copied, Cicely 
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Villiers was busy teaching Molly Gibbs the 
ten plag'ues of Eg-ypt, or informing Tommy 
Stubbsof the meaning of the word Pentateuch. 
Very unfavourable were the effects of all 
this upon Edgar Villiers, for he had keen 
eyes for the weak side of a cause, or character, 
and he soon discovered that while she could 
descant ably on the virtue of those who 
give ^^ their body to be burned, and all their 
goods to feed the poor/' the ^^ charity that 
beareth all things, hopeth all things, suffereth 
long, and is kind,'' was infinitely too insig-? 
^ificant for her notice. Ever on the look out 
to " strain at a gnat," she ^^ swallowed many 
a camel," for while the telescope of her faith, 
was busy descrying the stars over her head, 
her father was chafing at the irregularity 
that never did anything at the proper time, 
and her sister complaining that Ciceljr's 
ways were always so ^^ tiresome." Thus cir- 
cumstances had, in Edgar ViUiers's case, 
helped to crust over the warm geyser spring? 
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of life with an outer coating; of coldness and 
caution: the accidents of youth and man- 
hood had as yet only scratched over that 
surface ; and^ perchance^ it needed the sword 
thrust of a great sorrow to pierce with a sudf- 
den and dividing power^ through the lava 
covering, whose growth was that of years — 
then, through the cleft and the chasm should 
spring forth the strong flame of an earnest 
and loving^hearted spirit. 

Edgar Yilliers had become a tolerably 
constant visitor at Balcombe^ though whether 
he came to see Sydney, Mrs. Conyngham, or 
the young ladies, remained at first somewhat 
of a mystery. He held long arguments with 
Sydney, provided small talk for his sisters, 
and made himself generally useful to Mrs. 
Conyngham . For the first few times, Eathe- 
rine put on her company face, and Effie her 
company manners when he appeared, but, by 
degrees, the first became too great an exer- 
tion to £atherine, and the second too much 



COMINQ EVENTS. 168 

trouble to Effie^ as they became accustomed 
to his visits, which often ended in his being 
quietly turned over to Constance^ for the duty 
of being entertained^ which she accomplished 
by being afflicted with vehement fits of shy- 
ness at first^ and ending by strange discon- 
nected talks with him at la8t# Not very good 
though for a mind like that of Constance^ 
still in a chaotic state and ready to catch at 
any thing and suck it down into its life^ 
whether healthful^ or pernicious^ was the 
influence of Edgar Yilliers. He had allowed 
himself to be absorbed very much by the pre- 
sent ^^dark-lantern" style of school, in religion 
as well as philosophy^ which was then coming 
into fashion, as it is now in &shion, and while 
after the Garlyle mode he gave forth erratic 
pieces of oracular learning, and lost himself 
in the high sounding phrases of an Emer- 
sonian philosophy j Constance listened and 
puzzled herself as to whether he had got be- 
yond her depth, or was out of his own. He 
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limt her books/ tUe yeiy superficiality of 
wjaSch^ '- cbnbettling ^ their 'fliinsiness^ are 
conseqixently thought very profound. He 
tbraght her Carlyle, with his sharp^ dean cut 
oat'sentenciBS, iull of pith/ and point, saying 
ike tlungs which every one else has said^ in 
tiie way naone else has said them. Emer- 
son^ with his mystic hints^ that seem to mean 
so much^ only because sometimes they just 
vettn nothing at aIL> iGbethe^ and all his 
sebool^ with Self for a central pointy and a 
vague supposition of there being a Ood^ some- . 
where or other, for their creed. 
* These were now the studies of Constance. 
How they agreed with the deeper life she had 
be^n to lead is another question. She, 
herself, was dimly conscious of clashing 
influences in her mind, but as yet she could 
not distinguish whether the dreamy com- 
pound Edgar Yilliers called religion was the 
portal of a yet holier and more innermost 
shrine of worship than she had been used to, 
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or whether it was the mere mirag'e of the hot 
and thirsty desert. Had her own faith been 
more settled, there would have been less 
chance of danger. She would then have 
been able to separate the ore from the dross ; 
now, the probability was, she would take the 
dross for the ore. — 

" Call it what you will — 
Heart, love, life, name is but smoke 
Hiding the glow of Heaven." 

Edgar Yilliers had taken up Constance's 
Ooethe, and was repeating this to her in Eng- 
lish, as she and her mother were sitting 
together one afternoon in May. Mrs. Co- 
nyngham never paid much attention to these 
rhapsodies, (in fact, as Archie said, she had 
begun to look upon Edgar Villiers in the 
light of her daughter's German master, and 
treated him accordingly), while Constance 
was wondering whether it meant a great 
deal, or nothing at all, when the door opened, 
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and the servant announced^ ^^ Mr. Villiers, 
and Miss Villiers.*' 

^^ Dear me, Edgar I'' exclaimed Miss Vil- 
. Iters, when she had shaken hands with Mrs. 
Gonyngham and her daughter — ^^ quite an 
unexpected pleasure to see you here V^ 

^^AU the more de%htful then/' replied 
Edgar, laying down ^^ Goethe,'' and not look- 
ing so particularly delighted himself at the 
interruption. 

^' Oh, of course f — then turning to Mrs. 
Conyngham, she said, ^ We are planning a 
little picnic to Chepstow, and we hoped, per- 
haps you and all your party would join us/' 

^' Thank you,^' replied Mrs. Conyngham, 
doubtfully — ^' I dare say some of us would 
be very happy." 

^^ Oh, but you must all come — Agnes, you 
know is away, and we should not have made 
up this party at all while she is away, only 
we have two young ladies coming to stay 
with us to-morrow, and we want to give them 
as much amusement as we can." 
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*^ I hope you will not refuse, my dear 
madam/^ said Edgar's father, a stately old 
man, who looked all wires — ^^ or it will be a 
g^eat disappointment to us all. We propose 
going to Chepstow first, and dine there } then 
go to see Tintern Abbey afterwards/' 

Mrs. Conyngham looked still very doubt- 
ful } it was scarcely quite warm enough for 
a party of that kind, and then it always 
would rain at pic-^nics — was not it better to 
defer it? 

^^ It was unfortunate,'' Miss Villiers said, 
" but as it was principally got up for the two 
young friends, who were coming to stay with 
them, they could not very well put it off, and 
then Tintern was such a lovely place." 

^^ What, for a pic-nic ? — How* do you 
do. Miss Villiers," said Sydney^s voice behind, 
as he came in, and shook hands with her-^ 
^^You mean to boil your kettle where the 
high altar once stood, I presume." 

" Dear me, Mr. Conypgham ! J didn't 
know you were so particular I" 
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^^ Well, cei-tainly, it is the first time I ever 
heard that I was— but I like consistency, 
Miss Villiers/' 

Miss Villiers did not look much the wiser 
for this, but she said, ^^Of course, every 
body did/' 

^^ But what do you think the old monks 
would say ? Do you think their ghosts will 
leave your tea-kettle any peace V^ 

^^ Really, Mr. Conyngham, you are too 
bad, we are not going* to pic-nic in Tintem 
Abbey/' 

^^ Hang it, no V^ said Archie, who had come 
in during the colloquy, — ^^Good morning. 
Miss Villiers — don'lf you hear, Sydney, man, 
it is to be at Chepstow. Hope you include 
me. Miss Villiers — an unlimited supply of 
champagne and gentlemen, absolute neces- 
saries of a pic-nic, you know.'* 

^^To be sure,'' answered Edgar for her, 
•^ a stray man is invaluable on such an occa- 
sion—just think, my dear fellow, how many 
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shawls you won't be useful in carrying.'' 
^^ My brother wants to frighten you ; but 
don't be afraid, Mr. Archibald, we won't 
work you to death." 

^^I am not afraid, Miss Villiers, 1 am only 
too proud." 

^^ Oh, of course,*' replied Edgar, smiling, 
^^did you ever hear of a man who didn't 
particularly enjoy carrying all the loose 
wraps of the company ?" 
^^ How on earth can you judge, eh ?" 
^^ Why on earth should I not judge, my 
dear fellow ?" 

^^ For the best possible reason, that you 
have never tried. Now I'm the best authority 
upon such subjects ; ask my mother there, if 
I'm not. Why when a good-natured sort of 
a fellow like me appears anywhere, half-a 
dozen young ladies start up with three or 
four dozen requests which I am supposed to 
find all the pleasure in life in complying 
with ; but who would ask you, I should like 

VOL. I. I 
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to know? However^ there's nothing like 
being* useful I'' 

^^A very proper sentiment that, but so 
proper that I fear few people aim at it/' 
returned Edgar. 

^^ Are you going to become philosophical !'' 
»aid Archie, in a' comical tone, ^^ because if 
you are, Villiers, I shall sheer oflf/' 

They all laughed— ^^ Why r asked Villiers. 

^^ Oh, I thought it sounded like the begin- 
ning of an oration, and orations I cannot 
away with." 

In the meantime Miss Villiers had per- 
suaded Mrs. Conyngham into giving a con- 
ditional consent to the plan ; at least, if it 
was a fine day, and Mr. Conyngham didn't 
disapprove. Hereupon in came Mr. Conyng- 
ham to speak for himself ; he looked harassed 
and gloomy, and though politeness obliged 
him to listen while Miss Villiers talked and 
explained, he did not pay much heed, and at 
last said ^^ Yes'' in a hurry, rather to avoid 
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the trouble of saying*/^ No/' than from any 
other reason ; and after a whispered request 
to his wife to come to his study^ as soon as 
her guests were gone, as he wanted her 
opinion on a letter he was writing, he left the 
room ; so far then it was settled, and Mrs. 
Conyngham's last demur of how they w6re 
to go, having been arranged by Edgar, there 
was no more to be said. ^^ You see, Mrs. 
Conyngham,'' said Mr. Villiers the elder, 
'^ you will go in your carriage, we in durs, 
and we had better meet at a certaia hour 
at Chepstow.'' 

^^ Yes," said Archie, turning to Miss Vil- 
liers, ^^ with one proviso — that I may go in 
your carriage ; for though my sisters are 
excellent in their ways, yet one may have 
too much of a good thing !" 

"I'll change places with you, Conyng- 
ham," said Edgar, " at least, if Mrs. Conyng- 
ham has no objection." 

" A bargain !" was the reply, and after a 
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few more parting remarks^ as to who was to 
go with whom^ and how and where they all 
were to meet, and many hopes that the day 
after to-morrow, which was the time fixed, 
would be propitious, Miss Villiers, and 
the two Mr, Villiers, said^^ Good bye/' and 
departed. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Love took up the glass of Time, and tum'd it in his 

glowing hands. 
Every moment lightly shaken, saw itself in golden 

sands. 
Love took up the harp of life, and smote on all its 

chords with might,' 

Smote the chord of self, that trembling, pass'd in 

musie out of sight. 

Tennyson. 

"Mr love, don't you think it is going tp 
rain?'' It was the day of the projected 
Tintern excursion, and Mrs. Conyngham was 
asking her hushand's opinion, on that most 
interesting subject — the weather I 
" My dear, I really don't know." 
This opinion did not help Mrs. Conyngham 
much, so she turned to Sydney— 
" Sydney, love, is the glass falling ?" 
" Haven't consulted it, ma'am.'' 
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^' Oh mother^ what's the use of bothering* 
about the weather/' cried Archie, ^^ of course 
it won't rain, there isn't a cloud in the sky." 

^' Yes, there is one in that corner,", replied 
the matter-of-fact Katherine. 

^^ Then let it stay there,'' replied Archie. 

^^ Oh mother, please get into the carriage, 
it has been wa:iting' half an hour already." 
. Mrs. Conyngham, aided with the collective 
force of her family, was.standing' on the door- 
step in that pleasant state of mind when you 
haven't made it up upon a subject, and now 
Bhe was half hoping that a good-down-pour 
of rain would save her the trouble of deciding, 
whether or no she should join the party to 
Tintern. 

^' If I have put one shawl into the carriage, 
I've put twenty, you can't get wet, mother, 
if it even does rain, "continued Archie ; '' and 
if you don't go soon, it will be too late, as it 
is the Villiers's will be gone without us, and 
hangit one does like to be sociable sometimes." 
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Sociable enough they were going to be 
certainly, for when they reached Mr. Vilr 
liers's house, Archie soon found himself turned 
over as the prey of the two young ladies, with 
pink flounced dresses, and very pink bonnets, 
belonging to the Villiers' party. Well versed 
in the tactics of flirtation, they went at once 
to the battle, and fell upon him tooth and 
nail. Before he well knew where he was, 
the enemy had drawn out their forces in full 
array, and a rattling charge of shot was being 
poured right into him. Both young ladiea 
knew the value of their eyes, iand made use 
of them accordingly, but while the one rushed 
up with a loud shout to the battle, the othec 
worked silently, at the undermining process, 
and killed by languishment. 

^^ How dearly sweet the country is in sum4 
mer,'' sighed pink bonnet No. 1, putting down 
her eyelashes, that being the strong point in 
her face — ^^ don't you feel with me, Mn 
Conyngham,?'* 
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^^ Oh uncommon jolly, but London is jollier 
still, beats the country hollow — doesn't it 
now?" he said, appealing* to pink bonnet 
No. 2. 

^^ To be sure, T adore the drive in Hyde 
Park, such a delightful cram! don't you 
enjoy a crowd? — I do.'' 

^^Oh Marianne, what shocking taste, 
and I prefer simple pleasures, and the dear 
delight of green fields much more," and down 
went the eyelashes again of pink bonnet 
No. 1. 

There sat Archie between the two young 
ladies, in a delightful state of small flutter. 
J ust at that age when the rubicon fi'om boy- 
hood to manhood is being past, it was charm- 
ing to feel himself being attended to by his 
fair companions. He knew well enough 
that pink bonnet No. 1, was putting down 
her long eyelashes, exclusively for his bene- 
fit, as he did that pink bonnet No. 2, was 
always stroking her little gloves to shew what 
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very little gloves they were. It was so 
delightful, so soothing to his feelings ; gener- 
ally, he was obliged to play second fiddle to 
his elder brother and his superior attractions, 
but to-day he had the whole field to himself, 
and in consequence he began to think what 
very charming things pic-nics were. But^ 
alas, for all human dreams ! at this instant, 
Sydney, who was riding, came up with the 
Villiers's carriage, and instantly the two pink 
bonnets turned their guns upon the new 
comer. — Down went the eyelashes, — stroke 
went the gloves, — and this time not for Archie 
who sat unnoticed, sucking the head of his 
cane, and biting the tops of his new pair of 
gloves bought with a view to doing execution, 
while his views of pic-nics underwent con* 
siderable alteration. 

Chepstow, however, was reached at last, 
and after dinner the whole party were to 
proceed to Tintem, then, if there was time, 
they were to go on to the Wyndcliff. Great 

i2 
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Svas the amount of chicken and champag'ne 
consumed, and great the increase of conversa- 
tioh; in consequence ; in fact the spirits of the 
company that had been rather flat hitherto, 
now rose proportionably, and it was a much 
more lively party that set out for Tintern 
Abbey, than had left for Chepstow. 

He that has seen Tintem Abbey, has 
framed and hung* up for himself a sweet 
picture in the fair halls of memory. It is 
one of those fair spots that glass themselves 
in the mirror of the soul, and lay their soft 
colours upon the heart, dyeing* it through and 
through with the prismatic hues of their own 
loveliness. Time has claimed its vaulted roof 
as his own, and given in exchange the bound- 
less canopy of Heaven. His touch is visible 
on the mouldering pillars, and beneath his 
step the green grass and the shy flowers 
have smiled out into existence. Here, a 
broken column, or a lonely stone tell where 
he has leaned his hand most heavily ; while 



COMING EVENTS* 179 

there, a part more entire than the rest, shews 
where Time in vain had struck his scythe, 
and broken it in the effort. A few solitary 
grave stones nestle in that grassy floor, which 
once owned for its inlaying*, far other orna- 
ments than the meek violet or the coy daisy/ 
The whole ruin seems one vast tomb, where- 
in the Past has laid down and died, leaving* 
for its memorial but the words carved on each 
mouldering* pillar and each tottering stone — ► 
^^ Vanity of vanities — all is vanity/' 

The party who met at Tintem that day^ 
however, were troubled with no such fanciful 
thoughts. Mr. Villiers started the question 
where the monks put up their quadrupeds, 
and Mr. Conyngham wondered whereabouts 
^^the capital old fellows'* kept their cellar. 
The two pink bonnets and Effie laughed and 
chattered and peered into every nook and 
corner, while Archie, in quality of escort, 
patted on the head every little broken image 
he could lay hands on. Constance, who, at 
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her own earnest desire, had been allowed to 
bring" Basil, on condition he should be her 
charge, seated herself on the grass near him, 
and would have gone oflf into a kind of dream, 
if Edgar Villiers had not followed and saved 
her the trouble by going off into one him- 
self, to which, as a matter of course, he 
seemed to expect her to listen. 

^^ What changes Time brings with it !'' he 
remarked : ^^ This Abbey once echoing to the 
prayers of. benighted monks— now, as time 
rolls on with its ever- advancing light, and 
swift steps of improvement, a witness to the 
civilization and enlightenment of the nine- 
teenth century." 

The civilization and enlightenment of the 
nineteenth century being that instant repre- 
sented by two elderly gentlemen discussing 
the stocks, and three young ladies settling 
the fashions, did not impress Constance very 
particularly, so she said, " I wish it did echo 
to praj-ers still.'' 
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" So it does — Nature's prayers ascend 
unimpeded/' 

^^JNature's ? — ah, yes'' — but the term was so 
vague, poor Constance could not quite grasp 
the substance of those kind of prayers. 

^^No more life-killing* superstition, the 

« 

shackles are g'one, rotted away, and men have 
exchanged slavery for free glorious liberty I" 
continued Villiers. 

"Yes/' again hesitated Constance, but 
she could not quite see, why the exchange of 
the superstition that at least said pra3'^ers and 
sung hymns, where now ^free glorious liberty' 
drew ginger-beer bottle corks, and eat sand- 
wiches, was such a vast improvement. Monks 
might be blind, and monasteries a mistake 
altogether, but why on earth there should be 
such an apotheosis of desecration, and ^ lo 
poeans' over ruined abbeys, she could not 
quite see. Perhaps Villiers did, however, for 
he looked as pleased about it as if it was a 
piece of good fortune that had fallen to his 
own particular share. 
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*^ We ^in a step age by age, and in this 
age the step has been a vault," he said com- 
placently ; ^* you don't agree with me, Miss 
Gonyngham ?'' 

^^Yes — only I was thinking/* she an- 
swered hesitatingly, " the vault seems likely 
to clear religion, and everything else sacred/' 

/^ Not the really sacred, only the shams* 
Surely you don't regret monasteries?" 

^^Monasteries? Oh no! How could I? 
Men couldn't have been born only to live and 
die in a prison I" 

" Then why regret that the prison walls of 
the mind should be thrown down, and the 
soul allowed to worship its Creator in its own 
way ? Take for instance, this very spot — do 
you mean to say, it is not a standing proof 
of the progress of human-kind that here, 
where once the poor soul cowered under the 
lash of ecclesiastical tyranny, and sighed 
away its life in the strait jacket of a priest- 
compelled ignorance — now, the blue sky 
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looks in unimpeded^ and the song^ of birds 
floats through its cloistered aisles ?" 

Just at this moment, in floated the voice of 
one of the owners of the pmk bonnets instead, 
"Oh, isn't gTosselle a sweet colour for a 
ribbon, and oh, Agatha, can there] be any- 
thing so recherche as bouton d^or V^ 

Poor Villiers ! it was rather an unfortu- 
nate commentary on his high-flown speech ! 
Constance did not care for monks or monas- 
teries, it involved a question altogether out of 
her reach, but there was a strange, dreamy 
sighing of tears in her heart, towards some 
unattainable shore of ceaseless endless wor- 
ship, where the daily sacrifice should not be 
taken away, but be a living and tangible 
reality ! 

Here Mr. Conyngham called out to them 
that if they meant to see the Wyndcliff*at all,, 
they had better go at once, as it was getting 
late, and Mrs. Conyngham came up to Con- 
stance to know what was to be done with little 
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Basil. ^^ He can't go up the Wyndcliff, my 
dear^ so what will you do with him?'' Con- 
stauceBaid^ she would stay with him in the 
camag^e while the rest of the party walked 
up the hiU^ and that heing settled^ the scat- 
t^ed groups collected together and prepared 
to set out ; Mr. Conjrngham carrying Basils 
Archie still in painful attendance on the two 
pink bonnets^ Miss YiUiers with Sydney who 
had transferred his attentions from the latter 
to her^ and was for the present most per^ 
severingly polite to her, while Edgar, all at 
once, struck by the thought that he ought to 
do the civil thing, became suddenly oppres- 
sive in his civilities to Mrs. Conyngham. 
His father, trying to do the same by Kathe- 
rine and Effie, met with little success, for 
the former did not care to waste her powers 
on him, and the latter thought him too great 
an old bore to be talked to at all. When 
they got to the place where they had left 
their carriages, there was, however, a slight 
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mishap. Some part of the Villiers' carriag-e 
had g'ot damag'ed on the way^ and ropes and 
carpenters had not succeeded in rectifying 
the mischief, and how were ten people to get 
stowed away in places for only five. Sydney 
offered his horse, a pretty safe offer, con- 
sidering* the number of the ousted candidates ; 
but after some delay an old fly was disinterred 
from an adjacent catacomb, and the luckless 
six over handed into it. A lovely, convey- 
ance it was, neither open nor close, but in a 
transition state betwixt both, and as it rattled 
and rumbled along*, Archie asked Constance, 
if they did not look for all the world like 
six pills in a pill box, while Effie, who was 
sitting" opposite, nearly went into fits of 
laug-hter, watching the involuntary move- 
ments of the stately Edg-ar ViUiers, whose 
head shook like a Mandarin's, at every bump 
the beautiful carriage gave. 

They arrived at last, and all, excepting 
Constance and Basil, having tumbled out of 
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the fly, in the best way they could, pro- 
ceeded up the hill, after that Edg'ar had iu 
vain tried to persuade Constance to join 
them. 

" Here comes Papa,'' said Basil, after a 
quarter of an hour had passed since they 
were left alone — ^^ And, oh, thank you, sister 
Conny, I have so enjoyed Blue Beard.'' 

^^ My dear,'' said Mr. Conyngham, coming 
up to the door of the carriage, ^^ I have found 
a nice seat just above ; they are all there — if 
you would both like to get out, I will carry 
you, Basil, ray boy, and you can see the 
Wye plainly from it." 

^^ How nice !" said Basil, as his father 
gently lifted him out, and followed by Con- 
stance, carried him to the seat, a few yards 
above. They were all there^ but Sydney, 
Villiers and Archie were standing a little in 
advance of the others, half hidden from view 
by the shrubs ; they were in the middle of a 
conversation, and Constance could not avoid 
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catching* every word that was said. Sydney 
was the speaker^ and she heard him say—* 
^ Oh happy time, when one believes in one's 
self, and in the world too ! when men are 
ang'els, and life is fairy land !'' 

Then Edgar answered, and she scarce 
knew the tone, it was so different in its ^ lais- 
ser aller* manner from his usual way of 
speaking to her. ^^ The creed of youth, only 
youth won't leave us true to it long*; the 
knowledge of life brings other articles of 
faith, and a very different catechism." 

"You are complimentary, gentlemen,*' 
said Archie, "pretty mince-meat you are 
making, don't believe in principles either — - 
eh?" 

^^ Principles 1" exclaimed Villiers, " in these 
days there are no principles — they are only 
views/' 

" Well," said Sydney, " my creed is sum- 
med up in few words— all the world are either 
knaves or fools, and if, as Paddy says, they 
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are neither one nor the other, they are 
both/' 

^^ A short creed any how, if not a very 
pleasant one/* said Villiers. '' And a true one 
too. What is society?'' continued Sydney 
with energy, '^ but a consolidated humbug*, a 
great mountain of shams ! social shams, 
military shams, mercantile shams, religious 
shams.'' 

^^ Plenty of them,'' said Villiers, with a 
smile of half amusement curling his lips, '^ I 
always admire that religion which preaches 
self-denial from a sofa, and enforces absti- 
nence directly after dinner — so likely to be 
effective." 

'^ Pretty state of things, indeed !" said 
Archie, ^' if that is what j^'our good people do.^' 

^^ Well," continued Villiers,^^! don^t quarrel 
with Tom, if he chooses to believe what Dick 
doesn't, but I do quarrel with Tom, if he 
preaches up that all men ought to be saints, 
and is himself the greatest sinner of the 
whole." 
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" All ^ ad captandum/ my dear fellow/' 
rejoined Sydney, ^^ there is a floating capital 
of good appearances swimming on the world's 
outer sm'face^ it is ^pro bono publico/ and 
people use it when they want it, and as they 
want it. All ^ ad captandum/ I assure you." 
^^ Or, in other words, confounded humbug/' 
muttered Archie, as he moved away. 

" Yet humbug rules the world/' continued 
Sydney, with a sneer on his lips, ^^ and while 
a man can fast on his three meals a day, and 
deny himself on his ten thousand a year, 
both fasting and self-denial will be at a pre- 
mium ; but try the reverse, make theory give 
way to practice, and you will soon find ample 
cause to exclaim with Massillon, ^ Oh Dieu, 
ou sont vos elus, et ou est votre partage !' " 

^^ Poor human virtue," said Villiers, with 
something of a sigh. 

"Poor human nature you mean — as for 
human virtue, it is a myth !" 
" Except as a matter of comparison per^ 
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haps — sometimes though/' answered Vil- 
liers^ and there was a shade of sadness in 
his tone, ^^ one feels one would give a great 
deal not to be compelled to class one's boy- 
hood's faith with the things that were!^ 

Sydney, who perceived that Villiers was 
fast getting into what Archie called one of 
his'good-boy' fits-a compound dream of 
feeUng and fancy — here made a vigorous 
diversion, " Come, come," he said, putting 
his arm within that of his companion, and 
drawing him on a few steps, ^* take my advice, 
my good fellow, expect nothing from your 
fellow creatm-es, and as infallibly j^ou'U get 
nothing from them, then, you can't be dis- 
appointed." 

'^ Eh, sister Conny, what does he mean ?" 
and Basil's little face was raised to Constance's 
pleadingly, as she sat beside him on the 
grass, watching the retreating forms of Syd- 
ney and Villiers. '' I can't make it out — is 
he naughty ?" said he, pointing to Sydney. 
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Basil^ too^ had heard the words of bitter 
sarcasm wrung* out from the cold heart of a 
worldly man ; but he, the river of whose 
young* life had flowed on untainted from the 
beginning", what sense had those words for 
him ? Happy child 1 the sunbeam of his life 
passed unwavering" through the atmosphere of 
earth, and came forth undimmed and rejoic- 
ing*. ^^ Naughty ? oh no, he wasn't naughty, 
— there are not many naughty people, are 
there, sister Conn)^ ?'' 

But Constance could only answer, "I 
don't know, darling, some people are naughty, 
many perhaps.'' She was troubled j on the 
clear stream of her life the shadow of evil 
had fallen, and the waves lay perturbed and 
dreary beneath its influence. A cloud had 
suddenly come up and covered her horizon, 
and the polar star of hope fading mournfully 
from Heaven, left the needle of faith to quiver 
unsteadied mid an ocean of doubt. 

"How can people be naughty?" began 
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Basil a^ain. ^^ I don't see, when they have 
the flowers to talk to them, and God to take 
care of them, and both to love/' 

" But, Basil, what do you mean about the 
flowers talking — do tiey talk to you?'* 

" Oh yes, always — all day long — oh they 
talk soft — soft unto my heart/^ 

'' How nice !'^ 

^^ Nice, oh very I and, sister Conny, at 
night, when it is— oh quite, quite still, don't 
you hear the world speaking to God ?" 

^^ No, I don't— do you, darling ?" 

^^ Oh yes, I hear the sound of the angels' 
wings going up and down in the earth." 

" Oh Basil, but that's the wind." 

" Well I know, and then the trees, do look, 
sister Conny, don't they bend down their 
branches low ?" 

^^ Very low indeed, darling— why ?" 

^' Why-=-don't you see — it is because they 
are, oh so glad that they bend down their 
heads lower and lower, to tell the earth 
angels are walking on it." 
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^^ What makes you think all these things, 

Basnr 

^^ Oh I don't know — let me tell you about 
the flowers/' 

'' Well, darling/' 

^^ Why, when the angels are speaking to 
God up there, in the sky, sometimes a few 
words fall down to the earth you know, and 
then they take root in it, and gr&w up, and 
those are the flowers." 

*^ Now you've hit it !" exclaimed Archie, 
who had come up unobserved, and heard 
Basil's last original remark — ^^ Go it, young 
Hopeful ! Great originality certainly about 
your theory of education ! You've managed 
the flowers uncommon well — ^now for the 
stars." 

^^ Oh, the stiars, the stars once were flowers 
too," continued Basil, in his dreamy tone, 
quite innocent of his brother's raillery. " Only 
some of the flowers were naughty and wanted 
to have wings tp fly straight up — up to God. 

VOL. I. K 
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them up to be stars in the beautiful bliid di^ 
^piteiciowito'HnD, ;for0Ti»pin6w^ - ' " 

" An aatrononiical theory ivith a reng'e- 
ance ! Quite a new light upon the Biibject of 
^at^aptfft^ticm ! So the Botany Bay of the 
B«tanieal:3Sdn^dom is Heaven ! Oh the little 
it^laif'i -Axd g-aily whistling-, " Voi che sa- 
J^ete^^., AraUfl. sauntered on laug-hing-. 

" I b^ your pardon," said the voice of Ed- 
garVJUiintclose at Constance's ear, " but do 
you find this- grass rather too eugg-estive of 
cold to be eith« a safe or a pleasant seat?" 

Constance started^" Oh no, I- like it" 
Apparently VilKere did too, for he sat dowa 
by her, and began to talk, and then from out 
the clear blue of Heaven, there fell upon them 
both, like s flowar gathered in Paradise, a 
golden hour, that linked together tha uttered 
-—and' unuttered years of the Fast andth^ 
^Future, into one connected strain and one 
.complete and perfect picture^ 
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Then came a second summons from Mr. 
Conyngham. It is getting late, and they 
must soon be on the move. So the rest of 
the party coming in, in detachments, there 
was a little more, disconnected talk, and 
then every one was ready to depart, with 
the exception of Archie, who was just getting 
into a state of delightful flirtation with one 
of the pink bonnets, viee Sydney, who had 
deserted his colours, and he was very desiroxis 
to know if phe was to be at Lady Bo wen's 
soiree that was to ^^ come off,'' Thursday 
fortnight ; but before this could be satisfao^ 
torily settled, they were all hurried off into 
their respective carriages. . > 

There can be no man so utterly desolate, 
who, when he counts o^er the tokens which 
the years now in their graves have left 
behind, does not find ^mdng ^hem sdme 
^^ white days,'' standing forth pre-emineiit 
in the long drawn out calendar of time ; 
when he stood ai^ it were on A pinnacle 
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of the UanjUe^ and behdd life, and the glory 
ofit 

Sucb bad been that day to Constance. 

A giant force bad been born into ber soul^ 

tbougb abe felt it not; ibe strengtb of a 

inigbty love bad risen on ber life^ tbougb 

abe knew it not By its intuition sbe bad 

looked tbrougb tbe veil of polished manners^ 

Jind tbe ligbt warfare of words, and read 

tbat Edgar Villiers was not trae to bimself. 

Wiib all tbe elements of a great and 

good man^ be yet was neither one nor tbe 

other. And then there sprung up and 

budded in her heart of hearts^ the wings 

of a strong-hearted love^ destined to wrap 

him4about in the mantle of a never-failing 

faith^ till the worldlings had faded from 

bis life, and the outer crusts of pride and 

circumBtanceB had rent themselves away 

from his heart, for ever. 

True — at present she was only conscious 
of a slight stirring of the waters of life, a 
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gentle trembling of the harp-strings of 
existence^ and yet for her it was ordained 
that the dumb intercession of her prayer 
should ring forth above earthy and cleave the 
very HeavenS| till her faith had accom- 
plished that whereunto it was given — even 
to remove mountains* 
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^ ^ • ^ There Xmad^nedi! 

*-» — Ii^ iw^ tbroiif^ me into fever; 

And mj mml vjpaaig up 9g^wh% q^nmg 

Full etafcured in an housr : 

Enow yon what it is wl^en angniih with i^ocalyptie 

never 
To a Fhythian height dilates, and despair sublimes to 

power ? 

From my brain the soul wings budded." 

S. JBmrett Brouming. 

^^ Well, ladies, who is going to-night ?^ 
said Gerald, as he opened the door of the 
morning-room, where his sisters were assem-^ 
bled on the day of Lady Bowen's soir^^ 
^' have you decided which of- you are to 
honour Hawkmount this evening ?" 
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. Neither Katherine nor Effie answered; for 
the one was too intent on her emhroidery, ■; 
and the other on her sing'ingf, and Constance 
was- too deep in her hook to hear. 

Gerald repeated his question. 

Effie threw down her music and started up 
•— ^^ Oh I don't know — ^all of us, I suppose/' 

^^No, it is impossible/' said Katherine 
coolly, looking* up from her work one mo- 
ment, then resuming it again — ^^ we cannot 
all go/' 

'^ Why not T exclaimed Effie. 

" Mamma is not well enough to go, so one 
must stay with her," returned Katherine in^ 
the same tone. 

^^ Tiresome 1" exclaimed Effie; ^^well, Ka«-. 
therine, then you must stay, I didn't go last 
time to Mrs. Percival's ball, and you did ;: 
so I'm sure it is your turn to stay at home." 

" And the time before that, who went V\ 
said Sydney, looldng up from his book, as lie 
sat by the fire. 
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^' I did/* answered Effie, ^^ and so did Ka- 
therine/* 

^^ And the time before that ?** said Sydney, 
in the same ironical tone — "and the time 
before that, and the time before that ?'' 

Effie reddened—" How provoking* you are, 
Sydney, you are always saying something" 
disagreeable/' 

" Am I really— you surprise me ! I'm sur6 
I beg your fiQrdon ; I was only endeavour- 
ing to assist your memory, a mere act of 
charity, for I thought it required it.** 

" Well, you see you must decide, ladies, 
you must decide, or Lady Bowen will have 
the pleasure of none of your companies," 
Gerald cried. 

Here Constance suddenly rose from her 
seat, and stopping another exclamation that 
was on EfBe's lips, said quietly — ^' I am not 
going.'' 

^' Not going !" cried Effie in a tone of sur- 
prise, " well I really must say — I declare it 
is not your turn to remain at home," 
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^^ Don't distress yourself about it, Effie/* 
said Sydney, ^^ I can prescribe the remedy — i 
stay at home yourself, and then Constance 
can go." 

^^ What nonsense you talk, Sydney I what 
use am I to mamma ! I can't get her sal-« 
volatile, or things ! Katherine should stay,*' 
she said, looking rather sharply towards her 
eldest sister, who however appeared too in-t 
tent on sorting shades, and counting stitches 
to hear her, 

^^ It is to be a very grand smash, I hear,'' 
said Gerald, with the last new word from the 
slang mint : ^^ What a row there'll be, every 
one jaw-jaw ; when does the thing come off?" 

^' Oh at nine, or somewhere thereabouts ; 
but we shall have to set off much earlier as it 
is some way off: but^ Conny, don't you really 
want to go ?" said Effie, sorely divided be- 
tween unwillingness to let her sister stay, 
and unwillingness to stay herself, 

^^ How stupid of you, EflSe I" cried Gerald, 

K 2 



und grapes case) ^^I should say ifvwtis^ 
Itomd! h&^i%o^i^wi\ 1 iMak Oosiuilaiioe 
dbfhttd go:$Ii&isbnl/? : - : wj i u:: ■ i 

aay iariav i&b^rii^ plefas^ 4ifiaM,;0E iiara 
quite maite up myymiad^'^f^rX'i^^if^ 
9k0^%^ Ab rwoiflkidbpf 6 isim^i tok -a^»^ 
in her throat prevented it; sha-ooiiqu^fedi 
fioir^ei, knd said inoreveheerfufiy^'^Toii 
know I never care so much as they do about 
it/' 

^^Of course we all know that; Constance 
never does care, so she may just as well re- 
main at home as not; so after all it is no 
such mighty saciifice/^said Katherine^ in her 
short, sharp tone^ and tlieh she proceeded to 
gather up her work, considerinjg' it a settled 
thing, and left the room, saying, she must 
go and tell Morris to have her new dress 
ready by eight o'clock. 
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There is a certain h0raism^ a certain ^clat^ 
about some kinds of self-denial. Many a, 
one has nerved himself up for one blighting 
hour of mortal agony, who yet chafes sorely 
beneath the petty crossies and little frets of 
everyday life. Many a one has not with*? 
held his son, his only son, from the fire and 
the sacrifice, who yet keeps back part of the 
price of his lands, and thus spoils the whole 
pot of ointment with the one dead fly. 

Constance had made the offer to remain at 
home, half expecting it to be refused, or at 
least accepted as a great sacrifice. The poor 
little thing! She rather affected heroism; 
but when her sisters began to agree, that 
^* really, after all, it was no great privation 
to her to stay at home, she never cared about 
it, &c.^' she was surprised to find her heroic 
stilts giving way, and she herself . growing 
most unheroically peevish. This feeling was 
not lessened when Effie, at the right time, 
appeared in the drawing*room, in all the 
glory of flowers and simles. 
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*^ Well, Constance ! 1 hope I do credit to 
the establishment^'' she said^ addressing* her 
sist^r^ and at the same time kissing* her-^. 
*^ there, good night I I will say this for j^on, 
you are very good-natured— you really are 
a great darling V' 

But Constance disengaged herself, with — ' 
(^ Oh haw you hurt me, Effie !'' and Effie, 
without answering, swept down the stairs. 

*^ Good night, Cinderella V cried Archie 
from the bottom of the stairs, ^^ don't set fire 
either to yourself or the house while we are 
away, as it would be awkward for all par- 
ties/' 

Euphemia was still busy, cloaking her 
white silk, when Constance came running 
down — ^^ Oh I am so glad you are not gone ! 
Effie, I have brought you my fan, yours 
looks so old and shabby. Good night, dear, 
I do so hope you will enjoy yourself.'' 

It was a long drive rather, and Mr. 
Conyngham was always very particular 
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about being in time, which of course meant 
^ out of time/ as they generally arrived a 
whole quarter of an hour before any one else^ 
while the smell of lamp-lighting^ and cofi^e-* 
making sensibly pervaded the house. 

They got into the carriage^ it drove off, 
and then Constance walked slowly up stairs. 
She was met on the way by a message from 
her mother ; ^^ She would be glad to see Misa 
Constance/' the lady^s-maid said^ and Con- 
stance went to her mother's room, but her 
step was slow and heavy. 

Mrs. Conjmgham was not decidedly ill, 
that is not vulgarly so. She knew nothing 
about agues } entirely disowned headaches . 
fevers she considered horrid things j cold&^ 
common things ; and regular illnesses/ vul* 
gar things. A slight indisposition on the 
contrary, is lady-like and interesting; so 
Mrs. Conyngham, by dint of lying on the 
fiofa, and rarely going out, had at last sue** 
cessfuUy achieved a state of petite santi^ 



«^^l!10h hit j^Q^iGpiistaQee^^ fe^JaaMtJntlhr 
Mtto vd€«^^f^fe<i4)dm' to]i% a^^ 

fsf^MhowcUttle' my head^lirffi tbaw^^^Msi 
Mrs. Conyngham. . r : * /o: :i ?r ; 
/ ^^Sball I get you a little jelly, mamma?'' 
said Constance^ subduing' her voice, already 
low enough by nature, into the conventual 
:RrIii8per. 

No^ Mrs. Conyngham would not have any 
jelly> she was tired of jelly. Was there no 
blanc^mange in the house ?—« Yes, certainly 
there was^ but Mrs. Oonyngham had ataatbei- 
matizedthe whole genus of creams and blanc-^ 
inanges only the day before— but Constance 
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did not remind her of this^ and \rent to order 
some. 

She had hardly left the room when her. 
mother called her back — ^^ No, she would not 
have any blanc-mange — was there nothing 
else r 

Constance proposed ^^ Arrowroot?'' 

'^ Oh dear no P 

'' Sago r 

'' Worse still/' 

^^ Chocolate ?'' 

^^ Well, was there any V^ 

She would see. The chocolate was made^ 
and brought up. First it was too thin ; there 
was not sugar enoi^h. Oh, now there was 
too much, — and pushing it all away, Mrs. 
Conyngham gave way to a fit of childish 
tears, the effect of weakness. — Constance 
tried caressing and soothmg, and at last4)nH 
posed reading, hoping so to lull her to sleep; 

*^ Very well,'' said her mother, giving a 
languid assent, ^^ only don't let it be too ex^ 
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" ■ ■ * 

#tlQig/aij nerves won^t bear it/' she co^ 
tinuad^ puttmgf her hand to her head.w^ 
gn exquisite look of setf^compasifioii* r' 
, Constance took up a volume of sennons-Y^ 
^ I itroiHlw whether this will do/' she tibought^. 
** at least it won't be very exciting^." ' ^m 
had sc^rodiy read lliree lines^ when liceu 
ponyngham looked up, with 

^^My dear, what are you reading^ ser- 
mons! how thoughtless of. you; my li^d 
won't bear that sort of thing. Ih^t do 
you see that book: — no, not that bne^the 
prie next it, with the leather back — yes ; now 
you may read this if you like. Begin where 
I left off, my mark is in the place." 

Constance gave a glance of despair at the 
book — it was a sickly last class sentimental 
novel^ constructed on strictly orthodox princii 
pies, beginning with the indispensable three 
volumes— by name ^^ Amelinda." 

The story consisted of the usual circum- 
stances. The heroine, who every body kij^ow§ 
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18 to marry the hero, being* doomed to marry 
somebody else, who every one knows she is 
not to marry — is separated from the lord of 
hOT hrart by a course of cruel and conflicting 
occurrences, after the Scylla and Charybdia 
manner, and is finally concealed in a secret 
dungeon for the express purpose of being 
found again : to acQpmplish which pious in« 
tent, the whole grand machinery of the piece 
is then set in motion. Through the kind 
assistance of the hard-hearted guardian, who 
seems to appear for the express purpose of 
being scape-goat for the whole party, the 
hero goes through an unprecedented series 
of the most awful adventures, any one of 
'which would have su£5!ced to kill any reason*; 
able individual, till the wretched man having 
at last safely escaped two duels, one assassi«« 
nation, a burning, a shipwreck, and a storm, 
is finally allowed to turn up exactly at the 
right moment, just as the lady of his choice 
is being united to the gentleman of some^ 



•t9 coumm nrnns; > > 

ficfan^ffibmiwbore her iMtluNtiiBft 



i ) ^ The lady JtmeiindSl pai^sed pny rivi^Siif^ 
tii€) night in beauty^ till the dimmed moon 
veiled her face for very 'shame, her eyes 
beaming* like twin stars that had left their 
station in Heayen kindled into brightness 
the murky mantle of : darkness-- it' seemed 
as though the graces had made her form 
their home, and bcMTowed there a shrine and 
tabernacle for the worship of themselves, 
naitore shrunk abashed before this vision 
of loveliness,, and bowed > for once before 
a fairer image than herself 
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' ''^ What egregious folly I** thought Con- 
stance^ as she laid down the book : ^^Mamma^'^ 
she said aloud^ ^^ will that be enough ?'* 

^^ Enough, my dear; ybu have only just; 
begun; Why do you stop, you quite spoil 
that beautiful passage/'- 

V Constance went on, but her thoughts t 
within wove themselves into a murmur of 
discord, " How tiresome to have to spend my 
time on such nonsense, when I have so many 
things to do. My new song is not nearly, 
perfect yet/' — ^Then her, drawing of the mill,, 
and the little girl looking at the dioukey,, 
and the donkey looking at nothing in particu*^ : 
lar ! and besides that, there lay ber Dante, 
tantalizing before her with the mairk in tb^ 
last page of the ^^Inferno"— then a sigh came,: 
and with it the feeling that somehow. she* 
felt dull and miserable, and not at all in» 
clined to read ^^ Amelinda/' 

^^ You are tired, my dear,'' at last sjiid 
Mrs. Conyngham, as Constance's manner. 



Imd were 4^ddi6d to^(^ of tbrai^^lfiflppo^ 

fiff vltpn yoa^l^b/* . * ■' - ■', - '-' ■ ^£^1-^5:^ 

ii Qn^ittu^ i«ii^ afe the wordf^ ftiiiBffi 

thim the spirit. ^^ Will that dcviiMa^iii^ 
ttid t@6dvk^ II li|iigm4 »seB% ri^^ 

*^^tti^€iatHEi6l tiie^taUe to i%fat8| jIi^ mjpu 
^ fi^w% 4iid ti&^ fldd^ MtL^wmi^oki^ 
dtiwtt ta ^raiit%% uumma^ if ymi fiast^nii 
vnl^ you send for me.^ Down she wenttirT 
the library^ but her busy fit passed whea 
she entered it^ for though she opened the 
piano^forte^ and got out her music^ neither 
were used^ for she sat down before the fire 
instead^ and fell into a reverie. ^^ I wonder: 
what Katherine and they all are about now ; 
-*-psha. How silly of me, I thought I didn't 
care to go, but I suppose I do though — ^^I 
feel very duU and stupid* I wonder whether 
Mr. Villiers will be there. I hope not-r. 
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pooh ! Nonsense ! What am I saying^-^ 
<x>me ! I must g*et up and not be so idle/' 

She took up her pencil^ but drawing was 
dreamy work, and she soon found herself 
wandering* ag'ain into thought. "I sup- 
pose it is a large party — I wonder whether 
any one will miss me— if Mr. Villiers is 
there, I wonder will he ask where I am. 
I promised too to sing to him next time 
the song he is so fond of; well, well, I can 
ding it some other day, only I should have 
liked to thank him for the books he sent me 
yesterday, however.— Oh ! there is ten o'clock, 
and I promised to read to Basil, I don't 
know how long ago," and jumping up she 
huddled away her books, and leaving the 
room in pitiable confusion ran up stairs. 

At the end of a long passage in th^ 
east wing of Balcombe priory, was situatisd 
a rooni which, by courtesy, was still called 
the nursery. In this room sat little Basil, 
on a stool at the feet of his nurse, who 



aBPi 



jmwaam wmssam. 




•TC#»^ lick int^aii^/ardft^d^^ 

J: biB&Td it stirik^y dnd :I 'etoiiiit^ idt tb6 
^trokes^ but I wouldn't disturb poor nurse 5 
it don't hurt a big strong* man like me to 
jrit up a little bit you know/' 
i *Tm so swry I forgot to dome and 
read . to you^ as I promised, darling/' said 
Constance^ with a shade of compunction/ ^%ut 
il' ve brought, you some ragar-plums." ) 
^^Big almond ones! oh^ how nice!" : ; 
. *^Well, eat them then 1 Why .don't you.?*' 
^e ^aid^ as ishe watched Basil carefully 
folding them up in paper. 
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• ^OTi, poor nurse— not well — 111 keep 
them for her, when she wakes, I do think 
she is asleep now.*' 

^* Bless me/' said the nurse starting up^ 
and rubbing* her e\'es, and at the same 
time throwing down a layer of pillows— 
" Why sure ! Vve been half asleep like/' 

* ^^ Three, four, five/' said Constance, pick- 
ing up the pillows* ^^ Well, nurse; you were 
well supported !" 

^ Bless my soul ! and who put them therfe 
I wonder;" 

^^ Me, nurse/' said Basil, in a deprecating 
tone, ^* I thought it would do your head 
good/' 

' A feeling of shame came upon Constance ; 
his tmselfishness for others, her selfishness 
for herself; he with his one talent, she 
With her ten— and which had put them out 
to the highest rate of interest ! A quarter 
iafan hour after, and Constance was again 
seated by her mother's couch, deep in the 
mysteries of ^^AmeKnda.'' 



1^^ comms m^wmuB 
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^, ^Wefl, u^ii my word^ CkiDstaace^ W^ in 
lied yet V\ cried IJfte, on her retar% Hf 
she peeped into her eister^ room fyp^ ^^i>^^ 
her ptiU up j ^^ why ^f cocks are. lii^y 
^^mgf up fT crow P r r i^ 

^^Oh I wanted to hear aU ahout the^artgri^ 
I could not ^ tcirhed till I had^^ ^ ^ ;t 

^yepower^Pr ea^. £ffie^ with a Vgiit-^' 
jb^^urted ]iaugh as she eame further m^ daintily^ . 
holding up her dreee^ lest the floor d)^a](i| 
j30il* it^ ^^ My dear ^ philo60|^ffi hof^ pmm 
you to be so curious ? Well ! well ! wonder^ 
will never cease/' • 

" Come, tell me, what did you do I were 
you amused ! who did you see V^ 

" Why as to seeing, there was the usual 
amount of well preserved dowager mummies, 
and young officers, just for all the world 
like scarlet runners run to seed, besides a 
Jew old ones, who seemed afflicted with 
dumbness, for they never opened their lipa 
that I could see," 
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"What a remarkably lively party ! and 
what wa8 the amusement, to sit round in a 
circle and look at one another ?'' 

^^ Why, I believe, some one tried to sing 
up in the corner, at least there was a rumour 
of the kind going* about; then a gentleman 
took up a flute, and endeavoured to blow 
something out of it, but it wouldn't come/' 

" How exciting !" 

" Yes, isn't it ridiculous of people to ask 
one out to be bored ! I declare it makes 
one feel a downright fool !'' 

"Why, it has quite* destroyed your 
equanimity, EflSe/' 

" And enough to do it too! You should 
have heard Archie, as we came home^ 
how he held forth on the ^bore' of these 
parties. I think he wished Lady Bowen 
at the bottom of the sea ! —why you know 
wa all expected ^ something' from the 
leqgth of the invitation, and all to result in 
^ nothing/ it was too bad ? however, there 

VOL. I. L 



yrjm (me ^ tw^reatvfrettj toifetbas^ ito aa. 
I had iiotlii^ veke to ^ I iBBomk ibm 
by heart/' 'Bod Effie pMceecbd ta ' 4lH< 
icribe tbem^ while h&^ sister new abfllraete^ 

iiut forms «nd %ure6 la tiiie djii^ esib^ 
^the£ire# -v^ 

^ Ob, by-the-bye, I foigot ^ tell yw/^ 
continned JEffie, ^^ about Mfw yJlHenu'^ 
: Oofifirtance's head was m^ddenlyw lifiied iip^ 
4ier dieeks deepened intoa bright eokRB!^ mA 
her eyes left off tradng' fofnpos and fig^n^ m 
the fire. Then he was there ! the question 
had been all along* on her lips, but for some 
reason it had not been asked. Effie went on 
r—^^ He was the only thing" that made the 
whole party at all tolerable, quite an oasis in 
the desert ! What was I g'oing to say ? Oh 
I know, it was about my bouquet— He said 
to me, ^what a very tastefully arranged 
bouquet that is of yours. Miss Conyngham :' 
and do 30U know what I told him 7 that he 
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could know nothing' nbout the matter^ as he 
was no judg'e ! Wasn't that impertinent? Well, 
don't look quite so like a clap of thunder ; it 
isn't a deadly sin after all: besides he is 
such a dear delig-htful grandioso ! He looks 
as if he never could do anything* like other 
people, that I particularly enjoy teazing* him 
a bit/' 

" Teazing V^ echoed Constance, *^ teazing' 
him !" as if the very idea of Effie teazing* so 
grand a personage as Mr, Villiers was too 
preposterous, 

^^ Well, don't go mad with astonishment 
upon it, though by-the-bye isn't he — what is 
it that Archie calls him — a ^rara-avis' of 
yours ?" 

*^ Of mine ! no, indeed, I think it is you 
who are always praising him,'' said Con- 
stance with a start and then blushing*; " what 
should I care about him?" she continued, 
with more eagerness than the subject re- 
quired. (Is it not he who feels himself to be 



^^ty who if) miost anxious topzdTeMaBMf 

I f^ W^, 4o^'t go i«to fits abcuBl; it, my iM% 
l^fay oooapoae yw^^I I wwmimijgmi^ 
lo obsare^ tibat w^ Jlr» TjOySen opera JUp 
^utl^ you ^expect nc^Mfig |q89 ilftii aii ci»n* 
tiw to £[dlow ; m &Qt 1 4[iiite p% Mm9 iitftfc 

he must say ^ how d'ye do/ and ^good ^^■ 
like qomniQU pecf^k,^ 

, ^^ Tall him SQ lhe»/a&d p^falps tot piMS* 
Hfou^ b^ wfll ^y it <NQe day m Qwt(Bk,mi^ 
next in Latin/* 

" Oh I wish he would/' cried Effie^ jump- 
ing' up and down in her chair. 

^^ And instead of saying ^ the weather is 
fine/ or ^ the day is hot/ like other people, 
he might remark, ^ that the atmosphere was 
wonderfully serene/ and ^the day remarkable 
for its dissolving properties !' '^ 

^^ Oh capital, Constance, I'll tell him I — 
but by the way, I didn't finish my story 
about the bouquet ; well, he was so good- 
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tempered^ even after I told him he did'nt 
know anything- about it j what do you think 
he did ? eh V 

^^ Do ? I don^t know— how should I know/' 
returned Constance, pushing back her chair* 

'^ Why he only said, so courteously, ^ Does 
Miss Conyngham think so ? then she must 
allow me to try and redeem my character,' 
and away he went, to the conservatory I 
suppose, and presently he came back with 
the most lovely camellia you ever saw ; (I 
hope Lady Bowen didn't mind, but they are 
such old friends, I dare say she didn't.) 
He gave it to me, and what do you think he 
said — ^This is my favourite flower. Miss 
Oonyngham, is it not in very bad taste?' 
Wasn't it like him, eh ? wasn't it, Constauce, 
why don't you answer?" 

^^Yes," she answered, in a constrained 
voice ; but she didn't look up, and with an 
exclamation at the 6j^arently fast increasing 
heat of the fire, got up, and moved away. 



<^ Ob I do likti l^im 8pF oeai^tfed fiflli, 
;*' don't you^ He is: so dMferMt fr^ro #i^ 
body eke. I'm so tired of beitig.sil^ 
^arties-^whetiber IVo be^ lo'iifl^jbels 

this seascm^ and wh^ W X- lil& liiiiijdliig; 
^ow Mr, Villiei» nev^eif does th#$iiiy& Ades 
iiever quite nin f 1^ ire(^r ^deatii £3^^ 
'(xf a better 9iibj§eti m ^vx^i^n»ti<mym o^^ 
peopk dc^ but— ^ >; h . '^^ 

j^' Thfr two aisters wi^ t<»i|^|^ b^ore a 
pier-glass in wbich^e fi^msf ^offbo^^^^iB^ 
reflected J Constance threw one g'lailce to- 
wards it, and took in the outline of both. The 
one, with the snow white drapery flowing 
round the graceful childish figure — the fair 
•cherub face, with its cloud of golden wavy 
hair gathering as a beam of sunshine about 
the rosy cheek, and dimpled chin — the spark- 
ling eye, blue as the very heavens in their 
.brightne^, and the brow, glorious with all 
" the cloudless aether of a maiden's life'' : the 
other, a pale^j unanimated countenance over- 
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shadowed with straight dark hair, with larg-e 
sunken eyes that gradually filled with tears, 
till a mist slowly gathered over them — and 
the vision was blotted out. 

" Conny, don't you think him almost, I 
mean quite handsome ?— why don^t you an- 
swer, Constance ? Constance, are you dream- 
ing !" exclaimed Effie, impatiently touching 
her. 

/^Eh? what did you say — yes — no — I 
don't know.'* 

" Well, if you are so stupid I shall go ; it 
is no use my staying here if you won't talk 
to me,'' returned Effie, ^^ good night !" 

It was a strange embrace that night, for 
Constance's arms were thrown tightly roimd 
her beautiful sister, and she held her closely, 
and looked again and again into her pretty 
face— *^ Take all," she murmured uncon- 
sciously half aloud, ^^ you are more worthy 
of it than I." 

^^ Take what ? why, Constance, you are 
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half asleep, I think ; take your own wits 
back by to-morrow moruing, and that is all 
the taking- there is in the case ; good nig-ht — 
Oh they jilayed such a pet of n valae," and 
huraming- the tune, EfBe left the room. 

That night in Balcorabe Priory, a lig-bt 
njig;ht be seen steadily burning in one of its 
upper chamber windows, itluniining with 
its single tongue of flame, the long; rang-e of 
jb«4«^«Md ko«8«^ TU ligtta ina^da- 
dowB came and went upon the.&wuMttBidtt} 
ihe trees whispered together into tlie ears of 
:iiight, and the moon, as it wandered fortb 
from tlie folds of a g^eat white cloud, looked 
•into tlie little room, and fell gently upon a 
ikneeling" form, on whose uplifted brow the 
.agony of a present struggle and a future 
trial w«re glnsaed in legible characters of 
■woe. Alas I n sigh^ a word^ nay less, "the 
-eddence of a word," will oft-times suffice to 
rend the shadowy veil of days and monthjB) 
#nd blazon forth mto the ear of truth the 
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secrets of the heart, and the mysteries of life. 
A few idle syllables, and the mists of a long 
undeciphered past rose up, and floated away 
from before them, as the early dew from be- 
neath the love-fraught kisses of the ascending 
sun. Constance's heart lay bared to her own 
frightened and awe-struck gaze. Yes, she 
loved him ; loved him with a love commen* 
surate with life — strong as death, and in- 
finite as eternity. 
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:■ ■-■ ■ '.;•-. ,:■ ■.,- '--f i-:-;.4^V^itii 
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--"lfanibigzuMttitaDed< i-'v-. f : '-r ( h---'l< 

Bear ^mng^ borow, wmf^iil^ittlii- ^ - ' ^ 
In tliy heart ibe dew ofyoatii, 
Od thy lipi the smile (^ trdh. 

And that amile, Hke sunshiae, dart 

Into many a sunlesa heart, 

For a smile of Gk>d thou art." — Zon^ellote. 



TiH£ passed on ; that time that passes on 
for all ; for some on leaden wheels, for others 
on feiry wings ; for both with a never retro- 
grading;, ever advancing tread. Again had 
spring shaken out her flowers into the lap of 
Bummer j summer had had her day of bum- 
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ing* clearness, and autumn had laid by her 
robes of g'lor}'', and gone to sleep again be«» 
tieath the folded wino-s of winter. Still within 
Balcombe all the wheels of life kept turning 
on the- same — ^breakfast^ luncheon, dinner, 
that routine that never alters, though hearts 
be broken, and our loved ones hid in the 
shadow of the tomb. But to one amongst 
the number that made up the family circle, 
life had suddenly grown into a great reality* 
Constance Conyngham was startled into 
womanhood before she well knew she had left 
childhood. Ah Constance! poor Constance, 
where were now all your high-flown aspira- 
tions ? You who had longed for a kingdom to 
rule, did you find it so very easy to rule even 
3'our own spirit ? You who had murmured 
that you did nothing, surely 3^ou had work 
enough now given you to do? She had longed 
for more excitement in her life, and God gave 
her the excitement of sori-ow. Who shall 
judge of God's ways with men ? The im- 




§&t ihelMttlej He moiiBig s> gaati mmii^^ 
^tgg»ge wai^Mw of .|Mti«DMf mad-J^, 
toamli^ig' souJlf tbatfioDte b«fbra &»-^ini4 
trioc^: He send* fttftli »s a ^aDdaard>4»«ai8r 
t*. tiM Tan of tin amy to boo- the ndboto 
tolid; of the tstotaii OonaBtance became #^ 
tov^j wehil woman) iustea^ of a clrasmin^ 
idk giri< Hie tiro children sbe bad begtm 
inth in ^ xny ai teaclibigy prored m 
eavheet i^ tbe saboob vhich ber motbOT 
Ending* mttB^latt It wai not tucb an imaaind 
thing* after all for youngf ladies to do, allowed 
her to frequent. Then there rose other aids 
that came to her. Her sisters at first 
remarked how punctual she always was in 
her attendance at church, but at last got too 
accustomed to it to remark about it, and 
her mother, really kind, though with no 
judgment of her own, when she found that 
religion was aristocratically popular, and 
-cburch-going becoming the fashion, did 



not object to her daughter doing* the very 

same thing that^ the Lady Cecilias and 

Clementinas, were doing at that very same 

moment in Belgrave and Grosvenor Squares. 

Since that night when the secret history 

of her own heart had been deciphered for 

her, Constance Conyngham and Edgar 

Villiers had never met. His father having 

fallen dangerously ill on the Continent, 

whither he had gone with his daughters, 

an express had been sent to his son, who 

had left immediately, and still continued 

with him in Italy. In the meantime with 

the change that had passed upon Constance's 

life, a change had come upon her character 

and her face; a quiet look of pain and 

patience had settled down upon her ; while 

the eyes that looked across the intervening 

veil of months grew dim with tears in the 

yearning longing for the absent one's return. 

Yet ever beneath the full pulses of life, 

there sounded clear and still the under- 
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ttLar'a^ loco. ' 



w4 b;(I|I!I!, gatiniiK nn iMiofenii(^,NAv 
Vii4:<i»i>>>««iw>wA:D()>«e«,m:lKitHk«ti!i;ii 

<^ tbfti QoajTBghlP l«»Bf!iald wHf-m^iiH 

kpe Md ;o^,.:#ft«<i Cihri4fp«( jm*if-vMri 

an; tl4iig »f theikin^ iuJ,»tla(fti»oB«BiiKi 
DHdiMW >gT<Kd4«« ImIE a»4*«l{:tll«r:f» 

i^rcbie voted—* horrKt boret 4< «Beh daf 

passed on, each day seemed to add a deeper 
shade to the g^loom on Mr. Conyngbam's 
brow, and caused bis manner to grow more 
irritable and abstracted. It was a dull 
Christmas that year, every one felt it to be 
so, though.they knew not why — but a cloud 
seemed banging over hearth and home, 
and unconsciously many a look was upturned 
towards it, to see when it would break, 
and how and where. 
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" Heigho/^' sighed Constance, as she put 
the last finishing touches to her dress, 
preparator}^ to going- down to the company 
on the child-party night. ^^ I wish it were 
over! — parties are very dull things now! 
I didn^t think so always though — well! 
well! — I must be patient. ^ Abide thou 
the Lord's leisure, be strong, and He shall 
comfort thy heart/ — Yes— yes, I will try. 
Oh there is Gerald calling me. Why, how 
pale I look, it doesn't matter though, there 
is no one to see me to-night, that I care — 
Oh there's Gerald calling me again !" 

^^Make haste!'' exclaimed Gerald, from 
the foot of the stairs. ^^The Tyrrills, and 
the Jamiesons have come, and there's Lady 
Bo wen's carriage turning up the avenue — 
do make haste — what a time you girls are 
beautifying yourselves. — Oh there comes 
Katherine — my eyes, isn't she splash !" 

'' Do be quiet, Gerald," said Katherine, as 
her brother proceeded to cut a caper expres- 



0n -of :«dat«rtioil. ' " Constance, stop a 

Vnnuiitj yoA'' dM% know what a figure 

you awi 4iA yew put your thing-s on with 

a. pitci-i^ f ' 

;-«Ohj.^(tt*ie- don%" began Constance, aa 

liir tister |tPMeed6d to adminiBter a poke 

hUM, Mid -a' poke there, which she called 

fmitii^^o righto.' 

.''**0h bdthtf, she'll do Twywdl*^-^(MTOB 

idoiig,"~8*Id Oemld. ■' - •, 

^era Effifi c&Bi* flying Jeitto tlie 4t«^ 
and alig'hted witik a pin>iiett« at herbMther^ 
feet. 

" Look at me, Cerald, am I not irre> 
sistible?" 

"Pooh!" 

" You hard-hearted monster, but I am 
though for all. I declare I have quite 
feUen in love with myself— now philosopher," 
she said, turning to Constance, and perform- 
ing- a low curtsey before her, " say the truth, 
don't I look very nice ?" 
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^^My dear Effie, how cati you be so 
absurd ?'' 

^' Very easily, I can assure you/* 

^^ How Ibng- are you goings to jaw there f * 
interrupted Gerald, ^^ here, come along*, Ef :'* 
and seizing" her arm he drag^ged her after 
him down the passag'e laughing, and pro<« 
testing at such energetic measures, while 
Katherine and Constance followed more 
soberly. 

There were plenty of Christmas games 
that evening, and a kind of victimization 
went on of the elder, by the juvenile part 
of the coiifipany, who would be content with 
nothing less than hunting a slipper they 
never could find, besides manifesting* a strong 
partiality for tumbling down, which uniformly 
brought out a latent disposition to cry. 

>^Come^comeP cried Gerald at last, ^^I 
vote we've had enough of this fun — het^ 
Katherine, I say, go, and play us a valse, 
like a good girL'' - : 




" What a bore I— Where's CaagfvmAp 
Oh, sheV.prt ^umi nB^,?»«^ ^'^otae 

tl0,f :iW^ >4i1*^ sawing} 1l#r iiti--:*hm 

■ " Oh, Fm not waftted." .;fii->3«f. 

pnppoae. Hal *by tb* prickuij <^ my 
thumb, something wicked this way comes !' 
I hear carriage wheels — new arrivalsj I 
suppose, -come one day after the feir ! Why 
'pon my word if it isn't— Ha, Villiers I" 
Constance turned round, and beheld E)dgar 
Villiers standing before her, and the nest 
moment she felt the close clasp of his hand 
on hers. 

" Why, my dear fellow," exclaimed Archie, 
as his turn came, and shaking his hand as 
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if it was a bell rope, ^' Where did you turn 
up from ? I thougfht you were in Rome/' 

^^I have not long returned, my father 
being so much better, I ventured to take a 
little run over to England, but I must 
apologize,'' he said, turning to Constance, 
♦^ for my presence here to-night. I did 
not know -you were engaged this evening.*' 

^^ Don't mention it, my dear fellow, pray,'^ 
interrupted Archie, ^^ we are only too delighted 
to see you. Your father better ? faith ! 
I'm glad to hear it; and how are you ? not 
tired yet of having your eyes in a fine 
frenz}'^ rolling over fusty, musty pictures - 
by George it mu^t be a horrid bore !" 

" No, the worst part is," said Villiera 
smiling, ^^ that it is so easy in these da3'8 
to travel on paper that nothing has the 
charm of novelty." 

'^ Oh !" exclaimed Constance. 

^' Wb}'^ I mean I was always fancying I 
had seen the places before, till I remembered 
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it waa only in so and so, ' Wandering-s in 
Italy,' or ' Gleanings in GerniRny,* or 
* picking^s up' somewhere else." 

" Well, all books of travels seem to me 
alike," said Archie, "extatics at Mont 
Blanc, heroics at Rome, and hysterics over 
Athens, if one's very lucky a simoon in 
the desert, and if one isn't, only the chance 
of being choked with sand, or dying of thirst ; 
then a dip in the Dead Sea, from which you 
come forth a pillar of salt, and to crown all, 
the remarkable privilege of sleeping in 
already inhabited beds. Hang it I for the 
life of me, I don't see the fun of travelling I" 

They both laughed, and Constance said, 
*' Why, Archie, unless you could be followed 
ftbout by a waggon containing your arm- 
chair and soft, yon wouldn't do to travel 
at all I" 

"There, Oonyngham, hide your diminished 
bead, and never set up for a traveller I" 
. "Notll—trustme— don'tintendto. Give 
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me dear old England, and all its fog" ; better 
ten thousand times than your gim-crack 
foreign holes/' 

^^ Barring the fc^.'* 

^^No, not barring anything; the more 
fog I swallow the more patriotic I feel !'' 

'^ Or the more asthmatic, which V* 

"Speak for yourself, man; but come 
astonish our weak minds, and give us a 
report of your travels." 

" Oh you know there is an orthodox set 

a.' 

of feelings for every remarkable place, and 
old ^ Murray' tells you so minutely where 
you are to be astounded, where enchanted, 
and where transported, that really he leaves 
you very little to do/' 

" Well, I can't stand that kind of humbug.'' 

"Well^ I don't know; at last I began 

rather to like always having a set of feelings 

cut and dry ready to hand^ without the 

trouble of looking them up." 

" Oh did you ! how could you ?" said 
Constance. 
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" Indeed, Miss Coiiynghnm, if you knew 
the wear and tear of mind it saved me; 
we had an Eng-lish family for our fellow 
travellers ; and as the papa and mamma 
and the six daughters were always coming' 
down upon me, for my views upon the state 
of things in general, 1 got up ' Murray,' 
and re-edited it in my own words for their 
edification." 

" I any though, that was a little too bad," 
xiried Archie, " didn't they find out you were 
gammoning them?" 

"I never asked them, so I really don't 
know." 

" Well you're a pretty fellow ! I call that 
cool anyhow ! But talking of novelty, 1 
dare say now Sunday doings, church and all 
that will seem pretty new to j'ou ; little of 
that abroad, eh !" 

" So little that I have had time almost to 
forget the inside of a church ; at Rome 
there is only a room outside, somewhere or 
other." 
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"How j'^ou must Lave missed it!'^ said 
Constance, Villiers looked a little puzzled 
for an answer, then said in an indifferent 
tone, " Oh of course ; hut in fact one needs 
no church in Italy, art is religion there, and 
religion is art, and that in more senses than 
one,'' he added smiling half satirically, 

" Haven't turned infidel, or any little thing* 
of that sort, I suppose ?'' said Archie, " Oh 
bother! they are playing" the Lancers, and 
I'm eng-aged for them ! if I don't look sharp 
my disconsolate partner will be consoling 
herself with somebody else;" — and away 
rushed Archie. 

Villiers and Constance were left alone ; a 
change came over Edgar, his careless laisser- 
aller-kind of air altered entirely, and Con-^ 
stance felt his eyes looking through and 
through into her heart, till it called up a 
bright sunshine there, which stole up softly 
into her countenance, till the pitying eye- 
lashes veiled the happy light from his view. 




Shv liiew nothing, felt nothing-, but that he 
hid returned, and that he loved her. The 
£iwt Was forg'otten, the long weary waiting 
•Dd tile patient pain ; and the Present weav- 
4l|;itftelf into the tissue of her liie, caught 
ipiihi throb ofeach separate thought, and re- 
nttered itself in song. On went the dancers 
' liice la crowd of drooping lilies, and as the 
ftahtde. of :* brSffiaai ^kim Jtmntlfld oik 
opon /dM tmghtf it bleaHvd -aatii tha ^Oinil 
auueol-iur.kmt.FwitlM, vnd 'Aa^.wmam.0 
re*ecfaoed lore passed ^e a strain of mueie 
into her life. All on a sudden the jdaying 
within stopped, there was a dead lull for a 
nioment, then the sound of hurried steps, 
emotbered voices, and a bustle outside in the 
hall. Edgar left a sentence unfinished he 
was saying to Craistance, end turned hur- 
riedly round, she glanced up at him and 
read a look on his face, that made her spring 
forwards and unconsciously grasp his arm. 
" What is it ? tell me," she said gasping. 
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^^ I don't kno w^ pray be calm/' and his voice 
trembled with intense emotion ; ^^ stay here, 
I implore you, Constance, dearest I'' and he 
hastily left her. 

Even at that moment, loud above the noise 
and tumult outside, pierced the tenderness 
of that one word ^'Constance,'' and in her 
heart its echoes rang* from that day hence 
for evermore. She stood still one instant ; 
the strong beating of her heart sending 
the blood in crimson tides to her brow 
and throat: then with an effort she strug- 
gled down the joy into silence, and fol- 
lowed Edgar Villiers out of the room. She 
gained the door, a crowd of people were 
standing round it, and on the faces of all 
were gathered fear and darkness; they 
divided a moment, and she saw her father 
lying stretched motionless on the floor, 
while the gas light in the hall glared luridly 
on his rigid face. Archie was trying to 
raise him, Mrs. Conyngham stood by^ 

VOL. I. M 
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wringing her hands, Katherine was in a 
stupor of grief and amazement, while Effie 
hung; over him crying". One instant Con- 
stance stopped, her brain reeled, the room 
Bwam round and round, and her knees 
tottered under her. She heard Archie ask 
in a hurried voice, "Has Dr. Cowan been 
sent for ?" !No one knew ; " Go, g-o, why do 
you stay ?" he cried almost impatiently. 

Some one rushed through the corridor, 
and the nest moment Edgar Villiers was 
galloping as fast as the horse's feet would 
carry him down th^ avenue. 

Every thing was done that could be done. 
Mr. Conynghsm was laid Btill eenseless on 
his bed, and till the doctor canie, the only 
resource was patience. Ohf would he never 
cornel Two, three, four stmck, snd stilT 
he lay inaenaible, and still he had not come; 
the curtains were drawn acroea the window, 
and the darkness of the room rendered 
only mare visible by the £akit grimmer of 
the little lamp that kept flickering^ to and 
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fro^ casting strange patterns on the floor. 
The deep ticking* of the clock on the Stairs 
was the only sound that broke the ^letice^ 
for Time seemed to beat almost audibly, 
and its every pulsation vibrated on the heart.^ 
Oh, who can teU, save those who have 
watched by the death-beds of their loved' 
ones^ the drear palsy that passes over the 
soul, when the " hope deferred that maketh 
the heart sick/' settles down into the cer- 
tainty of despair ! 

At length; through the closed shutters and 
up into the very death-chamber^ came sound*- 
ing the lifeful echo of horse's hoofs ; Con- 
stance was the first to hear it, creeping 
out of the room along the landing that' 
gave back distinctly the echo of her tread, 
she opened a window and looked out to see 
if she could discern the doctor's approach, 
It was still dark, a few silver stars twinkled 
quietly in the deep blue sky, and as the 
fresh, joyous, though frosty morning air. 
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came laughing by, it lifted the hair from 
the pale brow of the watchei', then danced 
on ag'ain with its full song of life. 

But its touch had stolen the strength 
from her heart, for like a living- flower on a 
dead corpse, it came mocking with its fidneas 
of life, the dread and the feebleness of death ,* 
she shut the ■window hastily, and pale 
and trembling crept down the stairs. She 
passed the room, empty now, a few hours 
ago resounding with the voice of mirth, 
and bright with the glance of beaatf, 
the deserted seats, the faint glimmer of the 
candles as still unextinguished they sank 
lower and lower in their sockets, the faded 
wreaths of evergreens that to her feverish 
fancy seemed shaping themselves into funereal 
feathers; the dead silence all told how the 
shadow of death had been suddenly, without 
an instant's warning, cast on the hearth of 
Hfe. 

AH at once; some one stood before her, 
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as if coming' out of vacancy. In her excited 
state she could have shrieked, but she knew 
the voice of Edg^ir Villiers, 

"Miss Conyngham I — how foolish of me ! 
I startled you/' he said in his strang'ely low 
and tender accents, " but I could not go away 
till I heard a better account of — of your 
father, and I was just coming to tell you 
Dr. Cowan is here.'' 

*^ Thank God !'' murmured Constance, and 
she burst into tears. Villiers gently drew 
her arm within his, and placed her on a seat 
and let her cry as the kindest thing he could 
do. At last Constance looked up and said 
simply, " Thank you, you are very kind j I 
will go back to papa : it is very silly of me 
I know." 

She got up, but she trembled so, that 
Villiers insisted on her taking his arm, and 
he would not leave her till he saw her safe 
to the door of the sick room. 

That night, long after when the doctor had 
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pronounced Mr. Conyngham decidedly better, 
and moat of the family had retired to seek a 
few houra' repose, Constance still heard the 
sound of his measured tread walking to and 
fro in the deserted ball room. 



J 
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CHAPTER XI. 



Ador.^^'Do we love not?" 

Zerah,'^ *' Tea 

But not as man shall ; not with life for death. 

Now thrilling through the startled being, 

Not with strange astonished smiles that ever maj 

Ghish passionate with tears, and fill their 

Miz. Barrett Broumi^, 



M 



■Our thoughts 



Tend ever on and rest not in the Present j 
As drops of rain fall into some dark well, 
And from below comes a scarce audible sound. 
So fall our thoughts into the dark Hereafter, 
And their mysterious echo reaches us." 

Longfellow, 



The storm passed over^ and did not burst. 
Mr. Conyngham was pronounced convales- 
cent; but the stUl calm that usuaUy falki^ 
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like the waving of SDgels' wing^, upon the 
home from whence the shadow of Death has 
come and g'one again did not seem to 
descend upon Balcombe Priory. Mr. Co- 
nyng'ham was better it was true ; hut the 
doctors said he would he a confirmed invalid 
for the rest of his life, from the effects of his 
illness, which was a paral3'tic stroke. He 
was able now to sit up a little, but evidently 
there was some weight upon his mind, for 
though his speech was not aiFected, he seldom 
spoke, and generally remained passive and 
motionless, heaving sighs that almost 
amounted to groans. Sydney was absent at 
the time, but his return was daily expected, 
and his father seemed to look forward to 
that with almost feverish eagerness. In 
the meantime, "Mrs. Conyngham had nearly 
worried herself ill, too; so her daughters had 
enough to do in the way of nursing; while 
Archie looked disconeolate, and made mani- 
fold offers of service, but as they only 
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consisted in walking about from room to 
room he didn't do much good, except to 
his own muscles. Edgar Villiers, however, 
was always at hand. Every day regularly 
he walked over to the Priory, ready to do or 
go anywhere, where he could be of use. 

^^ Good morning, Constance,'' said Archie 
to his sister, as^ she appeared at the breakfast 
table one morning early in spring ; '' how are 
both our respected parents to-day ?" 

'' Oh, papa seems quite comfortable ; had 
a very good night ; and mamma will come 
down after breakfast. Oh now you are up, 
please, Archie, ring the bell ?" 

^^ Bother! what for?" 

^^ For Morris to take up Katherine's break- 
fast." 

'' Now, 'pon my honour, if that isn't too 
bad 1 I never saw anything like you young 
ladies; as soon as anything happens, you 
resort to your rooms and put on your night 
caps, as if misfortune could only be properly 

m2 
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met in a dr^singf gown and slippers ! I 
declare I've no patience with Kathei'ine ! 
and Effie too ; is she also rehearsino; how to 
sit on a monument smiling' at grief V 

" How absurd j'ou are, Archie ! she has 
a head-ache, and is late this moniiug;." 

" Oh, of course." 

" Now, come, Archie," said Constance 
smiling, " it's all very fine, but we all know 
what men are, when they have only a finger 
ache." 

" Why, horrid borea to he sure ; but ' Oh 
ye gods and goddesses !' if there isn't that 
worthy squire of dames, Edgar Villiers, 
coming up the avenue." 

Constance applied herself to the cu{s end 
saucers, while Archie, going to the window, 
began arunning commentary on Mr. Yilliers, 
as he came walking up the avenue. 

" I say, Constance." 

"WeUr 

"That fellow deaerrea a medal from the 
Humane Society, doesn't he 1" _ 
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^^ A what?" 

^' A medal — his attentions to the sick and 
infirm are so unremitted — let me see— Tues- 
day, Wednesday, Thursday, he was hei'e to 
breakfast, and again to-day. I shall begin 
to consider him as much a sine-qua-non at 
the breakfast table as the urn itself/' 

^^ Do be quiet, Archie, he will hear you/' 

^'^ Not unless he is privately furnished 'with 
a hearing trumpet : by the way, Constance," 
said Archie, suddenly wheeling round, 
" don't you think the fellow is a good deal 
altered ?" 

" Altered ! — how ? — why ?" replied Con- 
stance, suddenly paying a very devout 
attention to the tea cup^. 

" Only his ideas seem to have acquired an 
amount of latitude and longitude, even 
beyond what I can stand." 

" How 1" said Constance starting, *' What 
do you mean ?" 

^^ Don't be scandalized ; I only mean that 
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living; abroad seems to have disembarrassed 
his creed of a few troublesome ang-les." 

" What do you mean ?" 

" Nothing', beyond that his seat at Church 
is as often vacant as filled — however — Oh 
mercy on me ! — here he conies— hem — I 
must compose my face, there ! I^ow do I 
look proper? Ha, Villiers !" 

"Good morning-," said the unconscious 
object of the foregfoing remarks, as he opened 
the breakfast room door j " a good bulletin 
of your patient I hope to-day. Miss Conyng- 
ham." 

" Thank you, papa is very much better ; 
may I give you some coffee?" 

" Better have some, ViUiers, for if you 
don't the only alternative I can offer you is 
water ; as I can never get any one to trust 
me with the keys of the cellar." 

" It is thought dangerous, 1 suppose." 

"Now, I call that a downright libel; I 
declare, I've a good mind to order pistols 
for two in the next room." 
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^^ Pistols for one will do j for not even the 
pleasure of being* shot at, will make me give 
up my present seat/^ 

" Glad you are so comfortable, wish I was 
so too ; 'pon my life I shan't be sorry when 
I begin work with Messrs, Dryasdust and 
Doembrown/' 

Archie was to beg-in life under the auspices 
of those celebrated lawyers j there having 
been an interregnum of about a year between 
that and his last experience of coUeg'e, 
before he could make up his mind to any 
profession, or any work in life whatsoever. 

"That felicity will not be long* denied 
you, I presume, Conyng'ham/' 

" Not long" ; and hang* it, it is so awfully 
slow here, that I don't know I shan't quite 
enjoy the change.*' 

"And you really have the intention of 
studying* ?" 

" Meaning*, that you don't think I can-^ 
civil certainly." 

" For can, read will." 
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" Isn't BO jolly aa bagging; partridges to 
be sure." 

" Bag Coke and Littleton instead." 

" Too heavy for my bag altogether." 

" But after all, Archie," said Constance, 
thinking she ought to take some part in the 
conversation^ and in consequence making a 
not very wise remark, " I don't see any ilin 
in shooting." 

" Very likely not ; neither do I in crochet." 

" Your Bister looks at it from a philoeophi- 
cal point of view, I suppose," said Edgar, 
" do you remember what Pascal says about 
hunting, which also applies to shooting?^' 

" Not T/' said Archie, applying himself 
to the ham. 

" Qu'on est peu ra^uable h passer tout 
la jour k courir apr^s un li^vre qa'oD ne 
foudrait pas avoir achet^." 

" Then why do people do it V exclaimed 
Constance. 

''As a means for getting rid of time/' 
replied Edgar. 
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^*0h tluU; Pascal, he was a queer old 
fish I'' muttered Archie to himself, as. he laid 
in a great stock of hot roll and butter. 

'^ The great aim of life is to kill time as 
quickly as possible you know, Miss Conyng- 
ham.'' 

To which Miss Conyngham only replied 

^' Give me your receipt for doing* it, Villiers, 
and ni apply it on the next opportunity,'' 
cried Archie. 

^^I have none, I wish I had T' 

^^ By George, so do I V^ 

^^ Sometimes I give him a gentle hit with 
a billiard cue/' 

^ And sometimes you lie in bed all Sunday 
morning, for the same purpose I suppose,'' 
continued Archie. 

Edgar reddeaed, and then tried to laugh 
off his annoyance with, ^^ You speak from 
experience I imagine." 

^^ Oh that beats all I as if I wasn't a pat- 
tern to the whole parish." 
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" Well you've do excuse for not going to 
church." 

" Have not I ! — what's the row with 
you?" 

"Why you've a very fair clergyman, 
whereas we are doomed to Stoke Church, 
and old Snell." 

" But he is a very good old man, isn't he?" 
said Oonatance, looking rather shocked. 

" Excellent,— but his sermons have the 
peculiarity of always acting upon me as a 
soporific." 

" I shouldn't call that a peculiarity," said 
Archie, and they both laughed, while Con- 
stance looked still more distressed. 

"I wouldn't care," continued Villiers, 
*' if he would only sometimes be new ; but 
it's always the same burthen. * We ought 
to be good, because if s very wrong to be 
bad.'" 

" Are the sermons hb own ? perhaps he 
cribs," suggested Arehie. 
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^^I should say the internal evidence is 
strong* that he doesn't/' 

^^ Possibly you wish he did. 

^^Yes, there might be some chance of his 
stumbling on a new idea then/' 

^^ Perhaps you stumble over those that are 
there already/' said Constance. 

^^ I am quite ready to confess it, Miss 
Conyngham/' replied Edgar, turning to her, 
with a glance that brolight the colour to her 
cheek, and made the eye-lashes go down ; 
^^ but don't condemn me quite, if I do own, 
that though, of course, it's all very good, 
it's oh, very stupid !" 

^^ Precious slow !" soliloquized Archie. 

^^ If it were not all in the ^ Johnnie be a 
good boy, and he shall have a sugar plum* 
style," continued Edgar, in a deprecating 
tone — ^^but I hate being bribed into good- 
ness." 

^^ Or flogged into it ?" added Archie. 

^^ No, I give my vote for the flogging,** 
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said Yilliers, smiling', "I prefer strong- 1 


measures." 




" Well/' said Archie, pushing back his 




cup, and getting' up from his chair, " it's 




time for me to be off; I shall see if there's 




any sport to be had. Eh, Villiers, arn't you 




coming ? I can provide you with a giin." 




" Oh you don't want me," he replied, with- 




out moving from bis seat. 




"Oh, pooh— what's the row now ! I say 




come along !" 




" I don't think there is any game to be 





kad," said Edgar, still not stirring;. 

" Man alive 1 come and see. You are not 
like Constance there, who claases the shoot- 
ing of anythii^ from a Iiyena to a black 
beede, as a breakage of the sixth commaod- 

. " Don't be so ridiculous, Archie !" 

" True as I stand here I Now wbat do 
you say, Viliia^,aftCT a day m the moors- 
do you need absolution?" 



^^ Don't give me up «8 ^ reprobate, Miss 
Conyngfham, if I confess to a strong" ten- 
dency to murderous implements.^^ 

'' ' Angels and ministers of grace, defend 
usP Constance, don't you fed your hair 
stand on end ? I hope you are not given 
to manslaughteir,'' said Archie, addressing 
Yilliers in a voice of mock gravity. 

^^ Not as a general rule/' answered Villiers 
with a smile. 

" Oh Archie, if you are going out,'* said 
Constance, seeing him preparing to depart ; 
^^be charitable and execute a little commis- 
sion for me.'' 

^^ If it isn't to take a basin of gmel to 
8ome of your Tom, Dick, and Harry's ; and 
good little books, too, X vrssh my hands of 
them." 

^^ Don't distress yourself, I only want you 
to inquire at Bawley's, for a book Katherine 
wants." 

'' Well, what is it ?" 
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"Lady De Courcy^ or The Woman of 
the World." 

"As if she wasn't woman of the world 
enoug-h herself ! Well, you at least will need 
absolution, for so aiding" and abetting; the 
crime of novel reading;." 

" Is it no quarter with you, as regards all 
novels ?" said Edg;ar to Constance. 

"Oh dear noj I like some, oh so much, 
but for the most part they are only miserable 
hashes and rechauffes." 

" Well, I think so too." 

" Kow, Villiers, that is a bit of humbug I"' 
exclaimed Archie ; " as if I didn't £nd you 
all but gone over ' David Copperfield,* tbe 
other day, I came with a message for your 
fether, but all the answer I could get to my 
question as to whether he was at home, was 
' Ag;nes I my soull ' " 

" Ah I" said VilEers, with a laugh, as the 
quick blood mounted to bia forehead, "you 
grot the weak side of me that day." 
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^^ Or rather, Agnes did. Well, Constance, 
I won't forget the book. Come, Villiers, it 
is getting* late, and I must be off.*' 

Archie took up his hat, but Villiers still 
seemed inclined to linger, till another ^^ Hallo, 
Villiers ! are you never coming!*' from Archie, 
in the hall, compelled him to wish Constance 
good bye, and follow. 

When they were gone, Constance still sat 
on in the same position, her hands clasped on 
her knees, and her mind in a kind of reverie, 
till she heard voices on the stairs, and the 
door opened. She got up, unconsciously a 
sigh forced itself from her heart to her lips, 
and a troubled look of tears swept over her 
face, when a servant entered with a note. 

'^ For me ?'' said Constance. 

^^ No, Ma'am, for Miss Conyngham.'* 

^^ I am going up, I will take it her.*' 

She went to her sister's room, Katherine 

- took the note : '^ Oh,*' she said, as she read it, 

^' Lady Bowen wants us to go and drink 



sea 
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tea 8t lier house thia ereniug-. She has one , 
or two people coining^ she thinks we mighlfc; 
like to meet." : iiJ ; 

'*0h go by all means," said Constance, 

r inmedly, " yon, and Effie, with Archie j 

' lean't go, I don't want to go." 
•-> " But Archie won't, he detests tea parties." 
" Oil, yes he will ; though I do confess it 
is a doubtiiil kindness to be asked out to tea 
at that hour, hut I'm sure he will go for ' 
this once." 

When ArtM» netupneci, after a pnsoii**' 
tory growl over the " bore of tea parties, 
it was such precious slow work," he agreed 
at last to aaorifioe himself at the shrme ol 
the Bowen tea table. So: aifter dinner, he, 
Katherine, and Effie, got inta- the canaage ; 
Archie telling Constance as. he departed, 
that she bad better send « hearse to fetich 
him back, as he expected to expire from 
shew ennoi in Lady Bowen'ii dca-wing room. * 
They were gone, utd Constance, after find- 
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ing* that her father was asleep, and her 
mother thought she would rather go to bed, 
than anything else, returned to the deserted 
drawing room. The hours of twilight were 
deepening* into night, and the large room' 
looked dark and dreary m the half light 
half darkness. On one comer of the centre 
table stood a solitary cup, flanked by a few 
slices of bread and butter, brought up for 
her lonely t^a. She sat down before it, 
feeling very little disposed to eat anything. 
The evening was chilly, and the clouds that 
kept running races in the sky, threw a dark 
shadow on the face of the lawn j the wind' 
was high, and toyed to and fro with the 
branches of a large elm that grew in front of 
the house, so as to send them every now 
and then with a strange booming sound, 
almost like the wail of human voices, against 
the window panes. Constance, tired and 
weary, leant back in her chair, and listened 



to the sobbing;, sighing tonea of the moaning; 
blast as it swept round the house with a 
sudden burst of fury like an enraged maniac, 
then suuk again into the all but inarticulate 
cry of a little child. A strange influence 
seemed upon her, for the shadow on the face 
of nature seemed creeping over her own heart 
also, and beneath it, her heart lay motion- 
less as though clasped in an icy grasp. A 
stillness, scarce earthly, came over her; she 
sat there pale and motionless, her head bowed, 
and the pulses of life arrested into silence. 
How long she knew not; time waa not, 
even feeling was not, all sense of the present 
annihilated, and the perception of a total 
blank was all she was sensible of. At last 
some one opened the door, then it seemed as 
if the spell waa broken, and passing her 
hand orer her brow she got up, feeling as 
if she had just recovered from a sharp attack 
of illness. It was the servant announcing 
Mr. Yilliers ; she started. 
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^^ Miss Conyng'ham ! I be^ your pardon, 
I thougfht your brother was at home/' 

*^ They are all gone to spend the evening 
at Hawkmount, so I am alone/' she said, 
but her voice sounded unnatural, and she 
tried to laugh, but it was a desperate attempt 
and a miserable failure. Villiers's tone and 
manner changed instantly — ^^You are not 
well ; can I ? — ^is anything the matter V^ 

There was an accent of intense tenderness 
in his voice, which brought the blood in 
crimson tides to Constance's cheeks. 

" No — ^no thank you/' she said, trying to 
rally herself — ^^You will have some tea?" 
He disclaimed all such intention, but she 
rang the bell, and candles and the urn made 
their entrance together, and Edgar was 
obliged to sit down, and let Constance pour 
him out some. 

" So all your party have gone to Hawk- 
mount," he said at length, when from a 
certain embarrassment at the sense of their 

VOL. I. N 
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tfete-d-t^te, they had arrived at the end of 
the fii'st cup without speaking' : " Your 
brother did not tell me tliis morning that he 
was g'oing- out, or I should not have intruded 
on you so unpardonably." 

" He didn't know it himself," replied 
Constance, doing; her utmost to look tolerably 
latural and composed, as the lady of the 
house, '' but papa is so much better, and Lady 
Bovven was eo kind ; and, in fact, the chang'e 
would do every one good we thoug;ht." 

'' I am so glad to hear such a good account 
of Mr. Conyng-ham ; I met Dr. Cowen just 
now, and his report was a perfect flourish 
of trumpets." 

" Was it ! — Oh I'm bo glad 1 — I am sure, 
I mean I hope, papa wiU Boon get quite 
well. He is now able to bear mamma's 
reading regularly to him for some time every 
day." 

" Come ! that does look like pr{^;Tes8. I 
suppose you generally choose your literature 
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of an enlivening' nature ; there is a new work 
of Thackeray's just come out — would Mrs. 
Conyngham like it — ^if she would, I have it, 
and it is entirely at her service." 

^^ Thank you/* she said, hesitatingly, and 
looking down, ^^ I really don't know.'' Thacke- 
ray and a sick bed seemed to her rather an 
incongruous conjunction. 

^^ But, pray, let me send it." 

^^ No, please don't ; I'm sure she would 
rather not, I mean," she said, colouring with 
the fear of being rude ; *^ often, at least 
generally, mamma reads a sermon, or some- 
thing of that kind." 

" Oh ! — yes, of course !" answered Edgar, 
in a tone as if that was quite a new light let 
in upon the subject. Then came a pause, 
and to break it Villiers became suddenly 
very solicitous in the matter of Mrs. Conyng- 
ham's health. 

^^ I am afraid Mrs. Conyngham exerts 
herself too much. I remarked she was look- 



Sm (XtHIKG BTENTa. 

ing" very worn indeed tlie other day. I 
wonder the doctors don't prescribe reatj and 
quiet for her." 

Constance smiled at the thoroughly man's 
idea of rest and quiet being- purchasable like 
any other commodityj at a time when cir- 
cumstances quite annihilated the possibility 
of the same. 

'' Mamma is so anxious about papa," she 
saidj " ahe is always with him all day, and 
she quite tires herself out." 

" And if I may say so, I think you do the 
aame," replied Edgar gently. 

" Oh no, indeed I don't," she said blush- 
ing, "only, of course, we have been eH very 
anxious." 

" Indeed it has been a very trying time 
for you all ; but now, I trust, the cause for 
fear has passed." 

" Yes, only the feeling of fear will still 
remain ; when one learns to be anxious, it is 
a long time before one can unlearn it^ I 
think." 



*^ Perhaps so t'^ hd grew silent again^ fend 
Constance^ finding^ his unusual taciturnity 
that eVenitigf rather inopportune^ be^ah to 
cbst about for a tt^w subject of eonyersatioti^ 
any how talking^ wad less embarrassing* thfen 
sitting silent : ^^ What shall I say ! Oh I 
know I Do you know this book?'' she said, 
taking up a volume on the table, and holding 
it up to Edgar, to obviate the awful neces- 
sity of addressing him by name, '' it used to 
be one of Sydney's stadies — Oh bnt of course 
you do though— it is D*lsraeFs/' 

^^Coningsbyl — Oh yes— it has only one 
fault, of being rather one phase of life, than 
life itself— the political phase I mean." 

^ And a very uninteresting one I should 
eall it.'' 

" Why every phase of life seems uninterest- 
ing, excepting to those who are interested 
in it." 

Another pause, while Villiers moved all 
the books on the table in succession, till he 
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succeeded in moving* them on to the fioor. — 
" How unpardonably stupid of me !" he 
exclaimedj aa he picked them up, " I hope 
they have none of them sustained any 
mortal injury. I am afraid, thoughj ' Byron' 
has fractured hia skull." 

" Well, perhaps, considering all thing's, he 
had done that before," answered Constance, 
laughing ; " but as to poor Moli^re, unless 
he will call in efficient aid, I fear he will 
have a spine complaint all the rest of his 
days — but it doesn't matter — pray don't look 
80 distressed about it, Mr. Yilliers." 

" Poor Moli^re, it is a shame to treat him 



"I don't see that ; it is only treating him 
as he has treated one half of the world 
before." 

" For the edification of the other half then. 
'Tartuffe,' — What can equal *Tartuffe,' for 
: truth of drawing — it is so hfe-like." 

*• Is it? I should be sorry to think so." 
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^' May I ask why Y' 

" Oh it makes people seem so bad /' 

" Pardon me, Miss Conyngham, but surely 
we cannot live long* in the world, without 
adding to our creed this article of faith, 
that men are not angels/' 

"No, but somB books make demons of 
them ; besides, I don't know, I don't like to 
think about bad people ; it seems to me most 
people are good.'' 

" Well, I must confess, I ratheir enjoy a 
little spice of wickedness in the world; it 
keeps it from stagnation." 

"I don't know," said Constance again; 
then she got up and moved from the table, 
as if the conversation pained her, 

Edgar's eyes followed her with that genuine 
bewildered look of astonishment with which a 
man of the world always greets the pure 
simple mind of a young girl, upon whose 
stainless snow, the full glare of worldliness 
has never been let in ; he understands it not. 
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for its ci'ystal almost blinds hia dim and 
blotted vision. Then the feeling chang-ed, 
and instead rose up a sudden thrill of intense 
reverence and awe j from that hour she 
grew unto him as an angel, brooding over 
the night of his thouglits ; and from hence- 
forthj though he knew it only vaguely, and 
she knew it not at allj into her hands were 
given the keys of his happiness, as long ere 
that he had held those of her's. 

Oh love on earth, so often dumb and 
voiceless; a time shall come when we shall 
know that thou art Heaven ! 
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OHAPTER XII. 



The stately ships go on 

To their liayen under the hQl ; 
Oh for the touch of d vanished hand, 

^d the sound of a voide that is still. 

Break, breaks break> 

At the foot of thy crags, oh sea ; 
But the tender grace of a day that is fled» 

Shall neveir eome back to me. 

^^ So yottVe had that fellow Villiers here 
a^in/^ said Archie^ aa he and his sisters 
came into the litoary on theur return, ^^Come, 
I will say that for him, he doesn't give us 
the chance of fofgetting him,'' 

^^ He came to see you, Archie ; he didn't 

n2 
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know you were out," said Constance, blushing; 
rather inconveniently. 

" Oh tell that to the marines !" 

" How very strange," said Catherine, in 
her measured tones : " Really once a day, I 
do think, would do for his visits." 

" So he doesn't seem to think, my wise 
sister." 

" Then you mig-ht g"ive him a hint." 

" Not I ! let the fellow please himself, 
and I'm sure lie pleases me." 

" But there is a want of propriety in it." 

" Hang- your proprieties! Well, Conny, 
how are the folk above stairs ?" 

''Papa has been sometime asleep — he 
seems quite comfortable." 

** That's all right, and mamma, of course 
she isn't sitting up, or anything^ of that 
kind." 

"Oh no, there is no need for that now; 
in fact, I beliere it worries papa, rather 
than riot." . 
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^^So I should say, enough to drive a 
fellow mad/' 

^^ Well, did you enjoy yourselves/* said 
Constance, with an attempt to seem inte- 
rested. 

^^ Oh awfully slow !*' muttered Archie. 

" Nonsense, Archie,'' said EiBe, ^^ I'm sure 
Lady Bowen was very kind ; and oh, Con- 
stance, she a^ked when we should be going 
to town, because she said it would be sd 
nice if we could be near each other 1 Wouldn't 
it ? Why your wits look as if they were wool- 
gathering.— What have you been doing ?" 

^^ Doing! why nothing, only I think I 
am rather tired — good night," and seizing 
a candle Constance disappeared rather pre- 
cipitately. Effie, after indulging in a few 
more yawns and reminiscences of the even- 
ing's entertainment, began to mount the 
stairs too, only restrained by Katharine's 
" Do be quiet" from making an assault on 
her mother's room, to enlighten her with 
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all the Baying-9 of Lady Bowen, and the bbn- 
mots of Master Augustus Regiiiald Bowen, 
heir apparent of the family. 

The clock on the stairs had told twelve, 
and ere ita last vibration died away, to 
Constance, who Still sat only partially un- 
dressed, in her room, it came ming^led with 
a moan. Her room was over Mr. Conyng- 
ham's — and fear in an instant took the alarm 
— gathering up hastily her hair that un- 
heeded hung; in disorder about her wan 
wearj'-look face, she threw her dressing 
gown round her and crept down stairs; she 
listened at her father's door — the eound 
seemed repeated — so she gently opened it 
and stole softly in ; shading the light with 
her hand, she crept up to the bed, and drew 
back the curtains. Her father lay in a kind 
of half slumber, bis features distorted with 
pain and flushed with fever, while every now 
and then a moan forced its way irom his 
lips. Presently he started end turned j and 
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opening his eyes, gasped the connterpane 
convulsively, and muttered something in- 
distinctly. Constance put down the candle, 
and b^it down to catch the words. ^^ I tell 
you it is useless/^ she heard him murmur in 
a kind of dreamy tone, between sleeping and 
wakingf, ^^ Why will you teaze me so--^I have 
no money left— do you hear — I tell you we • 
are ruined;'' and the words came with a 
hissing sound througfh the closed lips, that 
seemed to shut down upon it with .an accent 
of despair. Constance heard, and a feeling 
of terror smote quick upon her heart. ^^ He 
is but dreaming*," she said to herself, in that 
decided tone which often only reveals the 
doubt within: ^^ Perhaps it would be better 
to wake him, Papa !" Her father turned and 
opened his eyes, ^* Who's that?'' he said, 
trying to make out her face. 
*^ I, papa — Constance." 
" Eh ! What 1 I can't see !— Who is it ?" 
^^Oh, papa — don't you know me? It id 
I — Constance." 
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"Ib it? Oh yesj certainly; I beg- your 
pardon. I think I must have been dreaming- 
— Good night, my dear— 80,000 pounds 
gone — all g-one — What a smash it will be. 
Eh! What did you say?— Certainly, most 
happy." 

Oh the horror that shot through Con- 
■stance. He must be delinous, and she 
sprang to the bell, to ring for assistance, 
when her arm was suddenly grasped tight 
by her father, and with a great effort groan- 
ing out " Don't," he pulled her closer and 
closer till he had drawn her down beside the 
bed, bringing her face to a level with his. 

There was a silence of some minutes, and 
when at last he spoke, though the bewildered 
expression had passed from his countenance 
his voice sounded strange and unnatural. 
"I've something to say to you, child j can 
you bear it t Don't, if you are afraid." 

She was trembling in every nerve before, 
but now stilling with one strong effort, the 
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quivering" of her firame^ she said quietly — 
^^ I am quite ready, papa/' 

He looked at hef in silence, as if he 
couldn't make up his mind to speak, but she 
heard him murmur to himself, ^^ Better 
now — better get it over" — ^but still it seemed 
as if the words would not come, and he 
appeared inclined to wander off again into ' 
another track. 

^^Papa/' 

^^ Well, child/' 

^^ You had something to tell me—will you 
not tell me now V 

^^ Do you wish it ?'' 

'' Yes." 

^^ Have your wish then," — the words came 
up with an unearthly sound — ^^ I am ruined 
— there !-=-Go 1" He pushed her from him, 
with a bitter mocking laugh ; but she did not 
move, not even a muscle of her face changed 
— ^it only grew almost unnatural in its calm- 
ness. 
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At last Mr. Conyngham spoke again j 
much he talked of mortgBg;es and loans, 
of the estate having- been encumbered for 
the last few generations ; of sums he had lost 
in speculations entered into with the hope of 
retrieving past losses ; but now the time of 
reckoning had come, and the state of things 
could no longer be concealed. The storm 
had been gathering for a long time, but the 
night when he was first taken ill, had brought 
tidings how near it was to buret. He ended 
by saying — "A week or two more, and 
everything must be known, and Constance, 
why I have told all this to you, isj that you 
have a clearer head than the rest of them, 
and I will trust you to break the tidings 
gently to your poor mother;" then his. Toiot 
sank into an audible groan, and he turned 
. his head away on bis pillow; 

little could Constance understand of the 
" hows" and " whys" of the case, but from 
the ravelled web of causes and consequence 
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one fact at least she manag'ed to disentangle^ 
they were ruined, and the words closed 
like ice round her heart 

^^ Papa, don^t firet so, please/' and her hand 
was laid gently on his shoulder ; '^ it won't 
be so bad as you think ; it might have been 
worse ; we have you still/' 

Oh true woman I Suffering thyself, yet 
not letting others see that thou sufierest. 

^^ Hush, child, hush,'' groaned her father, 
^^ you don't know what you say :" he grasped 
her arm so tightly that it became almost 
unbearable pain — ^^I tell you, not a blade 
of grass on this place — Balcombe Priory — 
is mine-^it must be given up soon — soon! 
aye at once." 

Constance did not start ; she only said, 
^^ It is not the place that makes the happiness ; 
don't vex yourself, papa, it will all be for the 
best, indeed it will : now, papa, you must not 
talk any longer, or you will be ill again." 

He looked up almost wonderingly at that 
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pleading;, earnest face bending- over him, and 
he felt the soothing accents of her voice fall- 
ing' like snow-flakes on the hot fever of his 
heart. She shook up his pillows^ moved 
quietly to the table, poured out a compoBing; 
draught, and brought it to him. He took 
it, then yielding to the apell of her presence, 
laid his head down again on his pillow with all 
the unquestioning obedience of a little child, 
while she took up a book and began to read 
aloud, in a subdued voice, hoping so to lull 
the restlessness of his thoughts into slumber. 
Minutes, half hours passed, and still Con^ 
stance read on, though the heavy breathing 
of the patient had long since told how kindly 
sleep had moved her soft fingers over the 
.web of life, and stilled for a time its ceaseless 
working. Still she read on ; the monotonous 
«ound of the one uniform tone falling on the 
ear like the ceaseless patter of rain-drops on 
the window pane, but conveying to her brain 
no definite impression. She knew not what 
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she read^ she knew not why she read ; she 
only felt the need of some outward mechan- 
ism to restrain the unmeasured throbbing of 
the wild pulses within^ which seemed to range 
themselves into something like order and 
harmony^ by means of the unmeaning' me- 
lody her voice was weaving for them. Yet 
her heart was beating to a far diffei'ent tune ; 
listen^ and hear. ^^ Oh Edgar^ must I give 
you up? Oh that it were only not wrong! 
How can I live without you, oh Edgar! 
My life will be a blank, and yours? — your 
happiness, to ensure which I would die ten 
thousand deaths; am I right to sacrifice 
that, to a scruple ? no. not a scruple, a prin- 
ciple, perhaps ; but should — ought a princi- 
ple to be dearer to me than your happiness ? 
(Oh my head, how it whirls!) If I were sure 
I were only to suffer — but you love me, you 
love me! Oh bliss! Oh joy! What do I 
say ? nay, oh misery ! And yet — and yet I 
love you with a love, stropg as life, power- 
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fol as death, and infinite as eternity — my 
heart will break — oh God !" 

The book fell from her hands, and laying- 
the bowed head upon her knees, minute after 
minute told slowly out its knell of misery on 
her crushed and wounded spirit. Hour after 
hour went by, and brought no chang"e in her 
position j her heart lay dead within her ; the 
icicles of despair had gathered round the 
fibres of each living hope, and numbed them 
into unconsciousness, ^o control had she 
over her thoughts ; the phantom forms of 
love and sorrow came and went at will on 
the blurred and blotted images of her mind ; 
the horison of her soul was dark with dreadj 
And the leteer Ughta of life lay quenched in 
dimnisas, between Uie diadow of aoino one 
aO-engrossing woe. 'What wm this paitt, 
that from the dept^ of peace had aoddenly 
weUed up into mi^r^r ? Her hour oi trial*^ 
tbefaour that once in a lii»-timB comes toaH, 
iiad como to her ; she had reached one of 



COMING EYEKTS. 285 

those cross-roads of existence^ wherein the 
paths of life sever, and a definit-e choice must 
be made between the rig*ht and the wrong. 
That evening* had become one of those 
epochs^ which are as datas in our existence^ 
wherein^ over the horizon of our old life^ the 
dawning* of a new life begins ; and casting 
aside the swaddling bands of infancy^ we rise 
up and walk^ either in the power of a new- 
found joy^ or in the strength of an immea- 
surable woe. 

Edgar Villiers loved her: oh joy, she 
knew it — but his religion was but a name ; 
oh sorrow, she knew that too! Archie^s 
words that morning had been, as it were, the 
&ial opening of her eyes, and the vague 
doubt that had been gathering day by day, 
and week by week, rose up before her now, 
suddenly arrested into the full growth of cer- 
tainty. In vain she strove to shut out the 
thought from her heart : as the still hours of 
lUght told out their ended span on the dial- 



plate of time, the Past unfolded leaf by leaf, 
the stoned records of the last few weeka, and 
held up unpityiugly before her ahrinkiug 
g-aze the blazoned chronicle of word after 
word, and speech after speech, of Edgar Vil- 
liera, which she would have given worlds at 
that moment to have sunk down for ever in 
the unfathomable gulfa of an infinite oblivion. 
She remembered, and each word thrilled 
with startling intensity on her sickening 
soul, how, when her father's life hung upon 
a gossamer thread, and her own soul was 
writhing with fear for the hereafter, — how 
little Edgar Villiers had understood even the 
cause of her g^-ief— 

" He was quieter, calmer, at least they 
might be thankful, the doctors said ; he did 
Dot feel much pain, even if the end must come, 
what comfort to knon^ it would be without 
suffering :" all which she heard, and felt the 
tone of intense feeling with which it was 
uttered ; feeling of love, sorrow, sympathy, 
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not for the fate of the immortal spirit^ but 
for the struggfles of the clayey tabernacle; not 
because a priceless soul was hovering' over the 
boundless abyss of eternity, but because the 
eyes of the living were weeping* for the pas- 
sage of the dead, and the heart of the loved 
one breaking" with the thought of what might 
be the fate of him who was passing away 
from the land of shows and shadows, to that 
country where the things that were are for- 
gotten in the things that are for evermore. 
^^ But oh !" moaned on the deathless strength 
of poor clinging earthly love, ^^ what will life 
be without him ?'' Alas ! the sickening 
crushing of the heart gave back the answer : 
^^and what with him?'' She dared hot 
think: in that silent chamber, in the still hours 
of night, she dared not resolve to convert her 
life into a garden of Eden by braving the 
flaming sword of the cherubim that guarded 
its entrance. ^^ A3'^e, if there were but this 
life,'' she murmured to herself, and the echo 
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of her heart answered her, " Aye, if there 
WCTe." Then thought cleared the space be- 
tween, and the end came full upon her soul 
— the dying bed, the parting" pang, and the 
hereafter ! It was intolerable ! She started 
up, and going; to the window, drew back the 
curtain and looked out. There was already 
a blush on the cheek of day, for dawn was 
stealing softly up behind the horizon, and her 
footsteps were heard among the hills, A veil 
of grey, however, still lay soft and heavy ou 
the face of nature ; but by degrees it slowly 
melted away into light, as the sun rose and 
painted the yet uncoloured sky with hues of 
rainbow beauty. 

Constance stood and watched, till its beams 
leaving heaven for earth, laid a kiss on the 
white tip of the old church spire, then danced 
on, and played hide and seek among the 
whispering trees ; quivered on the waving^ 
fields, and with a sudden efibrt flashed a 
golden- glory on the ivy-clad walls of the 
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houfie itself, till the whole landscape grew 
actually dazzhng* with light. She saw it aU : 
all its overpowering heauty flowed in upon 
her soul, and she remembered they were 
ruined t 

She let fall the curtain, and sat down. 
Swift before her memory came the records 
of past daj'S, sunset evenings, brigfht hours, 
and things that ne^er should be again ; the 
land of her childhood was fast fading from 
her view, and the hills of an irrevocable past 
lay between her and it : the knell of her old 
life had already sounded, and tolling slowly 
through the mist of fading years, the funeral 
of her youth would soon be buried out of her 
sight. 

One moment something within told her, 
it was for the last time she gathered up the 
flowers of love from her heart, hung over 
them in the speechless rapture of unuttered 
tears, then laid them one by one on the altar 
of faith^ and saw them slowly bum into 
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fiBlies. Then wrapping- the grave-clothes 
about her heart to hide its wound from view, 
she rose up there, her face towards the east, 
to beg;in fi'om henceforth the new life that 
was to he evolved from the ruins of the old. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



I changed the cruel prayer I made, 
And bowed my ineekened' face, and prayed 
That God would do His will, and thus 
He did it — ^He parted us. 
And His sun shone victorious, 

and I am calm. 

And Heaven is wakening a new psalm. 

And a sense of tune, 
A satisfied love meanwhile, 
Which nothing early could despise, 
Sang on within her soul. 

E, JB, Browning, 

Some lives are counted by years, others 
by sufFeringB: one day may contain an 
6temity of sorrow, and in one moment may 
be compressed the ag^ony of a life. When 
Constance rose np next morning*) she felt 
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that her childhood had passed from her for 
ever ; that phase of her life was over^ and 
another one had beg'un : from henceforth its 
watch-word would be patience^ and its key* 
note, pain. 

^' Bless me, Miss Constance, what is the 
matter with you V^ said the old nurse, Gibson^ 
as she met Constance on the stairs^ on her 
way to the breakfasts-room — ^* you look 
white as a sheet — ^'pon my word you do." 

^^ Do I, nurse V* said Constance, with a 
faint smile, ^^ well I do feel rather tired — I 
don't think I slept much last nig'ht/' 

" Slept ! — I should think not — you do look 
bad — for g-oodness sake. Miss Constance, 
g-et a little more colour into those cheeks, or 
what will somebody say — Ah there! — you've 
roses enough to spare now :" and the old 
nurse smiled significantly, as the eloquent 
blood dyed Constance's face with a sudden 
deep and burning crimson. 

*^ Don't keep me, please, nurse, Tm late,'' 
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and Constance hurried on down the stairs. 
She reached the breakfast-room, laid her 
hand on the lock, and stopped one momenti 
to smooth h^ brow^ and bid the muscles of 
her &ce relax. A hard task had to be per- 
Ibrmed ; to her, her £ather had confided the 
task of preparing* her mother and sisters for 
the ruin that was to come upon them all, and 
she must conceal the yet more engrossing 
agony that was settling down upon her own 
heart, to which that sorrow was but as an 
added drop to an already over flowing cup, 
a scarcely noticed unit in an aggregate of 
misery. Whatl play the part of consoler 
and strengthener to those who should have 
been both to her. How could she ?— What, 
smile, and smile, and smile, when her very 
life was bleeding away within ? 

One earnest prayer — '^ Lord, be Thou the 
strength of my life, whom then shall I fear 
^— Lord, be Hiou the strength of my heart, 
•f whom then shall I be afraid :'' — ^The lock 
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was gjasped in the iirm hold of faith, it 
turned and she entered. 

Mrs. Coiiyngham and Katherine were 
the only occupants of the room, for Archie 
had long ago dispatched his own breakfast, 
and Effie had gone out into the garden, 
preparatory to hers. It was a bright day 
in the beginning of spring, one of those 
transparent days which stand as a link 
between the sharp coldness of winter, and 
the hot breath of summer, when the sky is- 
of that clear blue that seems to shine through 
the light of tears, while the earth gleama 
fresh and fair, like the unsullied joy of a 
youthful heart, and the young leaves, un- 
tainted yet by the dust of the world, quiver 
to' and fro with th^r burden of delight iu 
the 'glad burst of golden aunsiune. The 
window was open and the glorious sights 
and sounds of the outer world looked in and- 
flickered backwards and forwards on the cool 
green paper,: bright caipet, and snowy tabl& 
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cloth^ filling all the room with brig^htrieed 
and perfdme. 

Katherine was making breakfast : her fine 
dark hair gathered into a crown round her 
head, and her tall figure draped in a morn- 
ing dress of quiet elegance, while Mrs* 
Conyngham, feeling better than usual under 
the influence of fine weather and camomile 
tea, had accomplished the uncommon feat of 
appearing at the breakfast table at the ver\' 
early hour of ten. 

"You will persuade, papa, now, wonH you P? 
Constance heard her sister say, in a very 
energetic tone, as she opened the door-- 
^^ Dr^ Co wen says he is so much better, that 
in a fortnight, we may go to town, and really 
to give a ball with, those shabby curtains !'? 

"Well, my dear, we'll see about it,'' re*^ 
plied her mother, in a deprecatory tone^ 
'^ when we are there, it will do to see about 
them.'' 

"No, but it won't, mamma —you know 
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how long* it takes papa to msike up his mind 
about any tliing-j and it is of no use to give a 
ball when there ja no one to g;ive it tOj it is 
always better early in the seaaon." 

" Of course, my dear — but at present your 
poor papa— if he is only well enough." 

"Oh, mamma, how provoking* you are, 
of course he will be. Dr. Cowen said eo 
only yesterday, besides he wants rousing- 
Dr. Cowen aaid;— the change will do him 
good. Well then, it's all settled — and we 
may send out our invitations for the 6th of 
next month — let me see^no, that won't be 
long time enough, better be the 18th of May, 
t^t will leave a good six weeks." 

" What are you talking about,'' Baid Con- 
stance, looking up with a disturbed cormte- 
nance, as she seated herself at the breakfiut 
table. 

** Oh, enly atout ow baU.** 

" Our ball I " repeated Constance, in an 
incredulous tone, her faee actually growing* 
blank with dismay. 



.COMING BT£I«T8. 297 

'^* Weill yott look as wild as a March 
hare. What's the matter? — Is there any* 
tfamg* very awful in the idea ?'' 

Yes — there was something very awful^ and 
Constance bent her head over her plate, to 
conceal her face^ as unawares she transferred 
the contents of her plate into her lap. 

A ball ! and they ruined I Oh the fearful 
mockery of it ; it was walking on a volcano 
with the warning notes of a coming 
explosion sounding up unheeded into their 
very ears : it was venturing on ice, with but 
one layer of frozen water between them and 
the roaring waters of death, a thousand feet 
below ! 

^^ Good morning to you, ladies f called out 
a merry voice, and throwing the window open 
wider, in bounded Effie, with ^ Fido' in her 
arms. How pretty she looked 1 Her eyes 
bright with the light of early morning, and 
her cheeks glowing with exercise, her shin^ 
ing hair falling in such glistening curls 

02 
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about her childish face, and the slig-ht little 
figTire with the flowing- dress gathered in 
with a belt at the waist. She threw herself 
into a seat — "Give me something' to eat, 
pray — Oh, I'm so hungpry, aud what is more, 
as farmer HieVs Kttle boy says, ' I'm horrid 
fond of hot rolls and butter.'— How's papa." 

" Oh much better," replied Katherine, 
" I looked in and he was asleep." 

" So did I — so if you don't know more 
thnn that, I needn't come to you for infor- 
mation." 

'^Oh, my dear," interposed her mother, 
*' but sleep is the Tery thing of all others 
for bim. I went in juat to persuade him to 
try a httle camomile tea before his breakfast 
(an excellent thing' for tbe aj^wtite, poop 
dear old Dr. Cathcart used to say), aad he 
was' quite sound asleep, I assure you." 

"Proof of his wisdom, mamma, he knew 
you were approaching with the camomile." 

"Never mind the camomile," interrufrted 



COMING EVENTS. 299 

JKatherine — " What do you say, Efl5e, to the 
16th of May for our ball V 

^^ Here— do you mean V^ 

'' Nonsense ! — No, in London. Dr. Cowen 
says papa will be quite himself in another 
week, so of course we shall go up to town as 
soon after that as possible.'' 

"The 16th^-oh yes— only I think the 
23rd the better, that will be giving* papa 
a still longer time to quite right himself. — 
My birthday too — oh that will be glorious ! 
and, mamma, we'll have, I don't know 
how many musicians this time." 

" And, mamma, you'll let us have the new 
curtains, won't you?" continued Katherine, 
'^ and an awning over the balcony, like the 
Merriotts had last year." 

"Yes— oh 3'^es, what fun ! — you'll coax 
papa into it, won't you, like a dear darling 
mamma as you are," said Effie, jumping up 
and half smothering her mother with kisses 
to the detriment of cuffs and collars— "Oh 
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how charming; ! —just look at Conatauce, she 
looks wild !" 

"You don't mean it, do you?" gasped 
poor Constance. 

" Mean it, to be sure we do," said Kathe- 
riue. 

" Mean it, why of course," replied 
EflSe, jumping up and down in her chair; 
**and Vi\ have a new dress, blue, looped up 
with silver acorns, and we'll have the whole 
world, and all the stars of the first magni- 
tude we can find." 

"Papa isn't fit for it yet/* articulated 
Constance, " and it was only the other day 
we had a party." 

" Ib that any reason why we should not 
have another?" said Katherine. 

" A party here," exclaimed Effie. " Oh 
don't call that a party at all; only an 
interminable labyrinth of TyrreU and Ja- 
mieBOns, from which yon only emerge to 
&11 into another maze of Bowens and 
Oowens.'* 



^^ And MiM lilly DawsOn, with her ever- 
lastingf pink bar^gfe and pink cheeks^ and 
young* Charles Evandale^ as everlasting 
pendant to the same/' continued Katherine. 

^^Oh it was good fun the last time; I 
wanted a few presentable partners for one 
or two of my prime favourites^ but the only 
tidy specimen of mankind that came to the 
show was Edgar Villiers. I felt very much 
inclined to propose he should be raffled for • 
but — ^heyday, Constance^ upset the sug^ 
basin — well pick it up again then, and if 
Dr. Johnson himself were here, he couldn't 
say anything wiser :^ and then, Effie, pushing 
back her chair, without waiting to finish 
her sentence, seized her bonnet and went 
out again into the garden. Her mother 
and Katherine followed; the former to go 
to her husband, and the latter to her Berlin 
work. 

Constance was left alone. Life she felt for 
her was beginning— life with its main spring 
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revealed ; not as it had been hithertOj morely 
its mechaniam, overlaying; and Concealing- 
the pulse at its heart ; unconsciously she 
repeated the word "life," and what was 
life? Oh puny syllable, uttered on' eai-th, 
and developed in Heaven ! Life ! — was life 
the rolling- for a few weary hours round the 
dusty Park, was it edging- one's way throug^h 
a crowded ball-room, or spending- one's days 
in the discussion of the most fashionable 
shaped sleeve, or the last new novel: nayj 
even the fuss of politica, the din of war, the 
solid money-making- efforts of the practical 
man, what were they all — what would they 
eUl be a hundred years hence— nay, twenty 
years hence — nay, even to-morrow. 

No, there must be something truer still. 
At the heart of that outer existence of habit 
and custom^ there must beat some mighty 
pulse, some all-sufficient mainspTtng-, if one 
could but get at it. She got up from her 
seat^ and going to the window looked out 
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upon the worid, but the world g*ave her no 
answer. Life there was in abundance/ 
strong*, exuberant joyful life, but it was too 
exuberant, too joyful for a heart on which 
the shadow of sorrow was beginning* to fall. 
The sunlight that flickered, so like a thing* 
of life on the trees — what had it to 
do with her; with her who had already 
entered the Jordan of affliction, and knew 
not whether its waters would divide as a 
wall on her right hand and her left, that 
she might pass through on dry land, or 
gathering themselves into one mighty mass, 
roll its volume of waves down upon the 
place of the slain. No; she felt she must 
look beyond, and her g*aze fled up to the 
sky. Not an hour ag'o, the eyelids of 
Heaven had been wet with tears, and the 
brightness of its glory came chastened 
through their light ; for the fleecy clouds, 
like angel wings, drooped their quiet shadow 
here and there, as they floated on like a 
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past sorrow throuo;b the depths of the 
firmament's blueuesa. Sha was anawered. 
Life — What was life ? " This is life eternal, 
to know Thee, the true God, and Jesus 
Christ, whom Thou hast sent." 

"Meditating; — eh?" said Effie's voice 
behind her. " Come, you've atood long- 
enoug^h staring at nothing;; see what I've 
got, isn't it, in Gerald's phrase, a * tip top' 
Camelia ?" 

" Charming", but what a pity to pick it." 

" Why I thought it looked as if it were in 
fw the jaundice, so I cured it effectually 
by picking it." 

" It would have Uved long enough, if you 
had only let it alone, I don't doubt." 

''Then it won't have the oppoitunity, 
that's all; now I'm going to be generous 
and give it you, as I don't want it myself— 
there now, let me put it in your band." 

She kneU down, while Constance looked at 
her silently for some minutes. Should ahe tell 
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hjst ? Nay^ how could she beat to dim the 
sonny brightnesa of that youngf life? Her 
eye took in all the gracefiil contour of the 
childish figure, and the pretty head, with iti 
crown of glory locks; the sparkle of the 
eye ; the wavy carl of the lip, and the aspect 
of refinement over all, down to the smgle 
ornament, the massy gold Inraoelet on the 
wrist — ^how conld she bear it — how fight, 
and jostle, and laboor her way through 
the world, and bear all that must be hcfme — 
the ocmtempt of die rich, the pity of the 
Kttle,and the galling sympathy of the vulgar- 
minded. Oh faithless heart! He whose 
love had created and redeemed her, would 
not that also preserve her? 

^' There now, look and admire,'' said Effie, 
^I declare you look quite degant, don't 
you think sof 

Constance's aiuwer was a kiss, then bend- 
ingf ever her, she put bade the bright hair 
fimn her face, and gazed diougfatfully on 
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her brow : " Effie, do you think you could 
bear sorrow ?" 

"Sorrow! I don't know, I never tried — 

why r 

" Because I have something" I want to 
tell you, and it is unpleaaaDt rather." 

" Tell me quickly then — why don't you 
speak? — you know I can bear anything; bet- 
ter than suspense !" exclaimed Effie, with 
the impatience of temper that had not yet 
learnt the longf-euffering; that endureth all 
things. With a strong- efibrt Constance 
commanded her voice to answer, 

" What should you say if we left this place, 
Balcombe?" 

" Left it I Oh I for a little while you mean, 
why I should like it." 

- "^0, Effie, not for a little while — for 
ever I " and she burst into tears. 

Effie looked startled. " Constance, what 
do you mean t tell me," she said, puUing" her 
sister's arm, reg^dless of her distress. 
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^^ Dearest," said Constance, choking back 
her tears, ^^ Papa is not so rich as he was, 
so he thinks — I mean probably we may go 
away from here/' 

^^ Go and live abroad a little, eh ? — does 
he intend that, well that won't be so bad, 
will it, eh ? We might go to Rome ; no, 
Venice is the pleasantest, I want to see the 
gondolas ; when one wishes to go out, instead 
of ordering the carriage to order a boat, oh I 
won't that be funhy ! Wh)^, I think it's a 
charming idea, and when shall we go, soon 
do you think?" 

"Soon enough, I daresay," replied her 
sister almost bitterly, then changing her 
tone, she said earnestly^ " Listen to me, Eific) 
things are worse than you think— Effie, we 
are beggars." 

Euphemia gave an incredulous glance at 
her sister's face, read the truth in her eyes, 
th^i threw herself on the floor, and cried 
violently. " Beggars ! oh ! how cruel," was 
all she could articulate. 
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** Constance saw, in her ■ aniiety to make 
hex understand the case, she had put it too 
etrong"ly. " No, darling', you mistake me ; I 
only mean we can't have so many luxuries 
and things aa we used." 

But the idea of heing' heggBrs had taken 
firm hold of Effie's imagination, and she 
continued to sob resolutely, " Oh ! I know I 
shall die if they make me a heggar, I know 
I shall—" 

" But no one is going to do it, dearest, it 
is only ray stupid way of putting things," 
answered Constance, secretly condemning 
her extreme foolishness. " We may go and 
live somewhere else, perhaps, that's all — ^you 
like ehange— you know — bo it mayn't be so 
bad ; and we shall have a nice little house, 
and you'll help to be housekeeper,"— and she 
put her arm round her, and made her rest 
her head on her shoulder. 

** Shall 1 1" said Effie, already be^nmng 
to be consoled, " and may I g-ive out the 
stores and all the sweet things for dessert V. 
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, ^' Yes,^ answ^ed her siater with a (rig:h^ 
%% she. thought how few things there po» 
bably would be for any one to give out« 

^And Fido^ and all my birds^ and my 
l^&noij HbefM come too^ won^t they T 

^ Oh yes, I hope so#^ 

^^And in be such a nice little bevies 
keeper^ see if I won't \ order each r^diereb^ 
little dinnav^ not ezpenaire^ yon kno w^ won't 
thatbenieer 

^ Yes^^ said ha nstar mechanically^ 

^ And^ Constanee^ don't yon think it wHl 
jdease papa to see me ao uwbl! IH tell 
you wbat Illdo^Ill work papa mbroidersd 
waisteoats^ tfcat will sare tlM^ taiWis bill yon 
know.^ 

^ Or yon mugkt sew tiie bottom on bis 
iUhBT sasi CopsfiiBCf- sOjn^Mtinig 
llnng* fiat was latiMr more Iflbely t4^ be 
fill JBi tlie lire sf 111 stat^ of ffcfgtf?^ tiuui 
\ gKiid a Pf4 waisteaatiL willi no vwt&ftnitT 
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"Ohj yes, and Kate's Berlin work will 
make up into such nice cushions, and make 
the rooma look so pretty." 

Worked cushions with no drawing room 
to put them in ! to make that look pretty 
which had first to be made habitable ! What 
mockery it seeraedj but Constance was too 
thankful to see her sister smiling; ag;ain, a 
second time to try and make her realize the 
truth; it would come soon enough she thought, 
and in the meau time, what did it matter ? 
She would scarcely weep more then, because 
she was smiling; now. So she let her talk on, 
and listened and answered her, and almost 
forgot her own sorrow in the effort to make 
her Bister forget hers. At last, when she 
saw this had succeeded, she got up from her 
seat, and was creeping slowly out of the 
room, just before she closed the door, she 
looked back a moment : Effie was seated on 
tiie ground putting Fido through a series of 
postures, by courtesy called dancing, and her 
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face was as biig^ht as if no cloud had ever 
come to shadow it. " Now, Fido, behave 
yourself/' she heard her say ; ^^ oh, you g'ood 
dog* ! there ! now stand on two le^s like a 
gentleman I Stupid fellow! what a strong* 
predeliction you have for standing* on four.^ 
" What can be the reason/' thought Con- 
stance to herself as she went up stairs, ^^ there 
is Effif*, not so very much younger than I 
am, a very child in everything — while I — 
I am bowed to the earth, and crushed down 
to the dust by an anguish, an agony, of 
which she guesses nought, and perhaps 
could feel nought. What ! am T complain- 
ing ? Oh Lord, who temperest the wind to 
the shorn lamb,** — the head was bent yet 
lower, ^^if this cup may not pass away from 
me, except I drink it. Thy will be done !'' 
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